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FOREWORD 


in the pages in tehich I analyse these scripes, 
purporting to come from Oscar Wriide, I assume 
throughout that fom speaking of a discarnate 
personality of those extstence there is no 
Seestion, 

f equ to my readers io pronomnce on the 
case. J speak oth aseuronce of Oscar Wride's 
continted existence, merely for contentence; sy 
cum feeling bs that of a diver who has peeled wp a 
strange creature from the deep and wonders of 
what steers Ae may bel f kope he may excite 
oniscers from every point of view and strengthen 
the ranks of those who take peychic study seri- 
ously, A highty tatelligent ghost seems worthy 
of midshgatton: J Aave therefore made an effort 
to put the cose foirly from ihe three angles which 
seem possible, 

I donot hold myself responsible for any of the 
hterary criticism: in these seripis—the opinions 
expressed by “ Oscar Wilde” are not mine. 


I dedicate this book, unth Ais permission, to 
Sir Hittite Barret, FURS, 
respectfully and gratefulty. 


Hester TRAVERS SMITE. 
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PREFACE 


Whatever interpretation the reader may put 
upon the retrarkable scripts which are here puib- 
lished, there can be no doubt that they present an 
amazing and most interesting psychological 
problem. 

The complete solution of this problem may oot 
be reached for many years, but that any edticated 
person should regerd it as winworthy of study, or 
that science should treat it with scorn, is a view 
now, happily, very rare. The time has gone by 
when these novel psychical phenomena were re- 
garded by Dr Carpenter and others az “ epi- 
demic delusions,” or as“ an odious fraud,” which 
is what the Lance? said of hypnotism in the 
middle of the last century. 

Psychologists now tell ug that to regard 
these phenomena #lther as delusions or frand 
is nonsense; in fect, hyptiotism has become 2 
therapentic agent, recognised by the medical 
profession. Automatic scripts are considered a9 
" the emergence of the subconacious,” and doubt- 
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Preface 
less, in some casts, do indicate “a dissociation 
of personality.” 

Recently one of the foremost physiologists in 
Europe, Professor Richest, after thirty years in- 
vestigation of psychical research, has startled the 
edientific world by his courageous publication of 
the results be bas cbtained. With noble Joyalty 
to truth he asserts that be has heen convinced of 
the renuinencss of phenomena sc amazing that 
many psychical researchers hesitate to admit the 
facts. He is, however, a materialist and explains 
his results from that point of wew. He divides 
all psychical phenomena into two classes; either 
subjective, such ag automatic writing and speak- 
ing; or objective, such as the physical phenc- 
mena of spiritism. He does not believe in 
survival, and regards the phenomena ag merely 
due to psychical faculties possessed by certain 
persons who are psychics or mediums. The sub 
jective he attributes to “cryptesthesia,” the 
objective to “pragmatic eryptesthesia.” But 
these polysyllables do not help us any more than 
the names given by some learned psychologists, 
whe tell us all these psychical phenomena are 
iustrations of the “exterjorised effects of un- 
consclons complexes.” 

One ts reminded, by this formidable nomencla- 
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ture, of the numerous and recondite hypotheses 
by which Ptolemaic astrotimers tried to make 
their observations square with the geocentric 
theory of the universe. To the plain man it 
seems simpler, less inoprebable, and more in 
accordance with facts, for biologists to recognise, 
what astroticmers have done, that the universe 
18 not explicable from the restricted viewpoint of 
the earth or of the brain. Personally J am coo- 
vineed that whilst many super-oormal peychical 
phenomena may ultimately be proved to be due 
ta abnormal conditions of the brain, yet there 
will be found ta remain well attested facts which 
will compel science to admit the existcnee of 6 
soul; and also of a spiritual world, peopled with 
discarnate intelligent beings, some of whoti catl 
oocasionally, but more or lesa imperfectly, get 
into communication with us, 

Whether these gcripts, purportitig to come 
from Oscar Wilde, will support this view or not 
it ia perhaps too scon to decide, Every reader 
will form his own conclusions; to me it seems 
that—given the entire honesty and trustewrorthi- 
ness of the avtamatists themselves, and of this 
there ja pe reason to doubt—they do afford strong 
prima facie evidence of survival after the dis- 
salytion of body and brain, Of the condition of 
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the soul in the unseen, at present we can only 
“gee through a glass darkly’; for the messages 
that purport to come from the discarnate are 
little more than the record of their earth mem- 
ories and habits. We bave littl or oo evidence 
of that higher and more ample existence which 
we desire and mean hy eternal life, Perhaps 
this is because none of those whom the world 
has known as saints ever seem to communicate! 
thengh many stupid peraonations oi the great 
and mood frequently occur. 


Since the foregoing was put in type, Miss G. D. 
Cummins, for many years a friend and colla- 
berator of Mrs Travers Smith, has published in 
the Occult Review for February 1924 an ex- 
tremely interesting eod impartial study of these 
Qecar Wilde Scripts. Miso Cummins, like Mrs 
Travers Smith herself, was at Grst very sceptical 
and regarded the results of automéetison—much as 
orthodox psychologists do—as merely interesting 
ilhistrations of the emergence of the subcon- 
sciousness of the antomatist. But as time went 
on, during the eight years she studied these 
peychical phenomena, she was compelled to aban- 
don her preconceived opinion. The striking per- 
sonality of the sefdigond Oscar Wilde gradually 

x 


Preface 


became apparent Miss Cumming remarks: 
“Style, handwriting, personality, the speed of 
the communication, the facts unknown to the 
mediums" must all be carefully considered 
before any judgment can be passed. 

It wil] be seen from the dispassionate examina- 
tion of the scripta which Mrs Travere Smith 
gives in the present volume that she is disposed 
to eevee with Migg Cumming, that the whole 
contents of the scripts afford “ more convincing 
evidence of survival than the giving of certain 
facts unknown to the mediums.” 

Nevertheless, my own belief is that, just as 
here on ¢arth our tre personality cannot 
reveal itself except through some toaterial 
medium such as the brain, 30 after death 
the soul must await the clothing of “the 
spititual body" before it can dolly manifest 
itself to others. Be this as it tay, the frag- 
mentary and elusive glimpses we get of those 
who have passed into the unseen do afford ta 
some a basis for relipious belief, and frequently 
they give imexpressible comfort and hope to 
many bereaved and stricken hearts. 


WiItuiamM F. Barretr. 
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INTRODUCTION 


This book hears the title of * Psychic Messages 
from Oscar Wilde” Twenty-three years bave 
passed since the author of “De Profundis" 
passed out of the present life, ft may seem in- 
credible that be shold make an attempt to send 
his thoughts back apain to a world in which his 
share of ill-fame exceeded his wood fame aod 
forhine. Have we adequate teason for suppos- 
ig that these tmessapes are penume? That 
Oscar Wilde still existe? The public must judge 
of these matters: those to whom the writings 
came can only transmit them to the world to 
which they are addressed. 

How and by whom were these messages re 
ceived: They came through automatic writing 
and the cuijz board, two methods of psychic 
communication which are described later on in 
this book. In all cases Oscar Wilde was “the 
communicator,” not whet is termed “the con- 
trol.” This distinction between “& control" and 
“a communicator ” may not be clear to those who 

1 


Introduction 


have not made a special study of Psychic 
Phenomena. “Control” is a term which is 
applied to that mysterious entity who professes 
to be the “ spirit guide" of the medium, He is 
the intermediary who admits suitable communi- 
cators. He is a being whose identity it is diffi- 
cult to establish, The “communicator” pro- 
feases to be the discarnate spirit of a human 
being. Ctr comroinicators, not our controls, go 
to prove or disprove survival. These messages 
came directly from Oscar Wilde to his mediums. 
My control, whe calls himself “ Johannes,” 
merely introduces this cormunicator, tather un- 
willingly, tome. In the automatic writing there 
was oo control or intermediary. 

In the chapters which follow the automatic 
script C have more fully described the circum- 
stances onder which these writings came. [have 
frequently quoted and referred to the work of 
Professor C. Richet, not only because I value his 
conclusions, but also because he has formulated 
a theory which is logical and not impossible, and 
by which he seeks to explain psychic phenomena 
without accepting the spirit hypothesia, It is a 
sigmificant fact, for those who refuse to consider 
psychical research seriously, that Professor 
Richet has devoted thirty years of his life to the 
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study of this subject. His great distinction, as 
perhaps the most eminent physiologist in Europe, 
should pive him a hearing, though his present 
theoretical opinion may be open to dispute. In 
fact, Sir Oliver Lodge bas already dealt very ably 
with the problem of “ cryptesthesia * as an ex- 
planation of psychic phenomena It will seem 
dificult to many. 

The first of our messages from Oscar Wilde 
came in automatic writing, aa follows: 


CHAPTER I 


AuTOMATIC Script OsTaLNep on June &ry, 1923. 
Sitters—Mrs Travers Smith and Mr V. 


Lily, my Bitle Lity—No, the lily was mine—a 
crystal thread—a silver reed that made music in 
the morning. (Who are your) Pity Oscar 
Wide—one who in the world was a king of lite, 
Bound to Ixion’s wheel of thought, I must com- 
plete for ever the circle of my experience. Long 
ago f wrote that there was tunkight in my cell 
ged beihight i easy Acart, but this is the (last?) 
twilight of the soul, in efernol Rakghd I stove, 
but I know that in the world there iz day and 
night, seed fine ond harvest, and red sunset must 
follow apple-green dawn. Every year spring 
throws ber green veil over the world and anon 
the red autumn giory comes to mock the yellow 
moon, Already the may is creeping like a white 
inist over lane and hedgerow, ond year after year 
the Aatethore: Gears blood-red fruit afier the 
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white death of its may, (Mrs T.S$.—Are you 
Oscar Wilde?) Yea, Oscar Wilde. (Mea T.5.— 
Teil me the name of the house you lived in in 
Dublin. Tell me where your father used to 
practice.) Near Dublin. My father was a 
surgeon, These names are dificult to recall 
(Mrs T.5.—Not at all difficult uf you are really 
Oscar Wilde.) I used to bve near here—Tite 
Street. (Mrs T.5.—There ig 3 Tite Street near 
here and he has spelt it correctly, I dan’t know 
where he lived in London. Did you know about 
ity) (Mr V, the writer of the script.—I have 
never been itt Chelsea before today, and to the 
best of my knowledpe I had never heard of Tite 
Street.) (Mrs T.5.—Well, Oscar Wilde, what 
was your brother's name?) William—Willie, 
(Mrs T.$.—Now, what did your mother, Lady 
Wilde, call herself?) Speranza. Pity Osear 
Wilde. (Mrs T.5.—Why have you come here?) 
Te let the world know that Oscar Wilde is not 
dead. His thoughts live on in the hearts of all 
those who in a gross age can hear the flute voice 
of beauty calling on the hills or mark where Aer 
white feet brush the dew from the cotwsips in 
fhe morning. Now the mere memory of the 
Deauty of the world is a exquisite pain, J war 
omnays one of tose for whom the visible morld 
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existed. I worshipped at the shrine of things 
seen, There was not a blood strife on a tulip or 
a carpe on @ shell or a tone on the sea that but 
had for me its meaning and its mystery and its 
appeal to the imagination. Others might sip the 
pale Jees of the cup of thought, but for me the red 
wine of life. 

Pity Oscar Wilde, To think of what is going 
on in the world is terrible for me. Soon the 
chestnuts wall licht their white candles and the 
foxploves flaunt their dappled, drooping bells. 
Soon the full moon will swim up over the edge of 
the world and hang like a great golden cheese— 
Stop! Stopl Stop! Step] This image is in- 
sitterable, ‘You write like 2 successful grocer, 
who from selling pork has taken to writing 
poetry, (Mrs T.5.—Wha said that!) Oscar. 
I find the words im my medium's mind. Try 
agaitt—tke o greaf gaiden frompkin Aanging in 
the blee night. That is better, but it is a little 
rustic. Stil, I adore rustic people. They are at 
least near to nature, and, besides, they remind 
ine Of all the simple pleasures T somehow mised 
in life. (Here Mrs T.5. made some remark 
zbout Lady Wilde being a half crazy old woman 
who thought she could write poetry.) Please do 
not insult my mother. I loved and honoured Aer, 
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Psychic Messages From Oscar Wilde 
(Mrs T.5.—We are not insulting her, Spell ont 
the name by which your mother called herself.) 
Speranza. Yes, it is quite true what I said. I 
lived for the beauty of visible things. The rose 
Bushed, aneroones that star the dark woodland 
ways, those loveliest tears that Venus shed for 
Adonis, and shed in vain, were more to me than 


many philosophics.* 


*Me Vo owrle with Mr TS's band eating on ins When 
she took her hand off, the pencil only tapged abd eed age con- 
fom = “The italica Reve bem uerted ao the alive copy ie 
Indicate Quiche guoder oF winch were atte da 


i- 
covered un Wilde's works Mie OY ut a matbeoateesl scholar and 
mo epecral interest in Gicar cate He mated bee hadl read 


Cie Bulag £ Reading Gaol Frofundia" acd 
Picture af Diora Gray. 
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Cory oF Auromatic Scrip OprainsD Monpay, 
June lére, 1923. 


Present.—Mr ¥, Mra Travers Smith, Mr B, Mr 
Dingwall (Research Officer of the Society 
for Psychical Research), Miss Cummins. 


Mr V was the automatist, Mra T.3. touching his 
hand. 


Oscar Wilde. Being dead is the most boring 
experience in life. That is, if one excepts being 
married or dining with a echoolmaster. Do you 
dowbt my identity? I am not surprised, since 
sometimes I doubt it myself, I might retaliate 
by doubting yours. I have always admired the 
society for Psychical Research. They are the 
most magoificent doubters in the world. They 
are never happy until they have explained away 
their spectres, And one suspects a penuine ghost 
would make them exquisitely wocomfortable. I 
have sometimes thought of founding an academy 
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of celestial doubters... which might be a sort 
of Society for Psychical Research among the 
living. No one under sixty would be admitierd, 
and we should call ourselves the Society of 
Superanmiated Shades, Our first object might 
well be to insist on investigating at once 
into the realty of the existence of, say, Mr 
Dingwall. 

Mr Dingwall, is he romanee or reality? Is he 
fact or fiction? Ii it should be decided that he 
je fact, then, of course, we should strenuously 
doubt #. Fortunately there are no facts over 
here. On earth we could scarcely cscape ther. 
Their dead carcases were strewn everywhere on 
the rose path of life. One could oot pick up a 
newspaper without learning something useful. 
In it were some sordid statistics of crime or dis- 
gusting detatl relating to the consumption of 
pork, that met the eyes, of we were told with a 
precision that was perfectly appalling and totally 
unhecessary—What time the moon had decided 
to be jealous and eclipse the suo. (Mrs T.5.— 
Shall we ask him some questions?) Don't de- 
grade me inte giving you facts, Enquire about 
Mra Chan Toon. I had the honour of her 
acquaintance some years apo. 

(Mr B told a story of Whistler and Wilde. 
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Wilde had expressed a wish to have made a cer- 
tain witty remark which had just been uttered 
by Whistler. Whistler retorted: “You will, 
Wilde; you will in time."”} The pencil suddenly 
moved and wrote! With James, vulgarity always. 
begins at home. 


ll 


Recorn oF A ComaunicaTioN RECEIVED aT THE 
Ow1ya Boaen, Jurce lfrw, 1923, ar 11.30 piu. 


Recorded by Miss Cummins. The medium was 
Mrs Travets Smith, 


Oscar Wilde. I have come, aa you asked for 
toe. 1 am naturally an interesting person—not 
only da I Aaunt the colours of literature, but I 
have the lurid fame of crime attached to me also, 
My dear lady, do you realise that you are talking 
toa social lepert (Yes, we do.) [ do not wish 
to burden you with details of my life, which was 
like a candle that had gutted attheend, I rather 
wish to make you believe that I was the medium 
through which beauty filtered and was distilled 
like the essence of & rose. 

Forget my history, dear lady, and think of my 
best powers ag they were when London was the 
haunted house of the ... Oscar is speaking 
again... the haunted house which was peopled 
by the shades of Olympus, [ think you may 
reasonably believe you are a living being and 7 
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Automatic Writings 
a chimera of your mind, But let me explain 
that to me you are 2 mere chimera, and, in reality, 
you are less alive thao I am. For I am still 2 
living soul and mind, and I have as great a feel- 
ing for beauty as I had when [ wore a top hat 
and let my hair stream from beneath it. (Tell 
tis ahowt Mrs Chan Toon.) [ will not tell you 
anything about her. For I want you to make 
enquiries about the lady. She was a perfect 
specioien, fit for the satin lining of a jewel-case; 
aod if she is still alive she could tell you much 
that would throw a light on my life ag she knew 
it. It was not the life of a mastic, but it had 
something of the rustic element in it, and I can 
confidently say I had in my heart the innocent 
joy of a Cuatic who hag never seen the stomes of 
this great prison house, where if a man is on- 
fortunate he is despised and thrawn out upon his 
owo mente! chance of regeneration. Mine was 
nota very lucky one. My chance, as I was, when 
I feft that quiet and monastical retreat where 
justice made me repose and take my pleasures 
sadly. (Here Wilde was interrupted with the 
query: © Who did you communicate through at 
the sitting for automatic writing this after- 
noonf Through Mr ¥, or through Mrs Travers 
sath?) Through you, dear lady. He is a tool, 
13 
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You are the light that lets me peep again into the 
world which seems so darzling, now that the 
Divine Justice finds it His pleasure to keep me 
in dim twilight. (Did you know Mr W. B. 
Yeats!) I knew Yeats very well—a fantastical 
rund, but so full of inflated joy in bimecli that 
his little cruse of poetry was emptied early in his 
career. (What of his work?) A little drop of 
beauty that was spread only with infinite pains 
over the span of many years. 

He will not be interested to know that I bave 
still the voice to speak and the mind to put my 
thoughts on paper, He is ton full of his own 
literary salvation to worry over a brather in art 
who fell From too much beauty, or rather, the 
desire for beauty. (Mrs T.5.—Give us a proof 
of your identity.) Do not ask me for proofs. I 
do not wish ta visualise my medium 25 an old 
spinster nosing inte the other world in the hape 
that she may find salvation for herself when 
Providence removes her from this sphere, I 
rather like ta think of her as a creature who hag 
a certain feeling for those who strive from twi- 
light to reach the upper air, (V¥e admire your 
work.) I am infinitely amused by the remarks 
you all make, You seem to think that I 2am 
gratified by your approval and yroir smiles, 
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which mean that, 10 spite of all lua crime, he had 
a certain value for us. I have value as each and 
all of you have; and I am none the worse for 
having drunk the dregs as well as the beat of 
the vintage... . 

Here we are in the most amusing position 
We are like 50 many anis that creep round and 
round and do our silly tasks daily without any 
fotercst in our work, I fel ike a very ancient 
gunt nowadays. I am doing what ts little better 
than picking cakum in gaol. There, after all, my 
mind could detach itself from my body. Here, 
I have no bedy to leave off. So one of my most 
Interesting occupations is impossible, It is not 
by any means agreeable to be a mete mind with- 
ont a badly. That was a very decorous garment, 
that made us seem very attractive to each other; 
or, perhaps, supremely the opposite, Over here 
that amusement is quite out of the question, and 
we know far too much about the interiors of each 
others’ ideas. They grow very pale in this pro 
cess, and one tires of one's ideas so easily. You 
can see them just a9 you saw the slightly creased 
and dabbled clothes of your friends on earth. 
(Have you seen your mother?) Yes, I have seen 
her. She has wet really improved in the process 
af dying. She is less comely now than when 
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Peychie Messages From Oscar Wilde 
Speranza used to lead the intelligentsia in Dublin 
in those days when we had still the relics of 
civilisation among us. {Will you come again’) 
I will come again gladly, if you will Jet me buzz 
on as an autumn bee might who was tired of 
hunting for fresh blossoms out of season. Tam 
tired, too, but I ike to remind myself now and 
then of the fact that there are people who regard 
this little globe as the whole of what is reality. 
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Copy or Avromaric Scripr Warrres on Jury 
zap, 1923. 


The writer was Mr ¥, who was assisted by Mrs 
Travers Smith touching his band. 


Present—Migs Cummins. 


Note.—A portion of this script deals with the 
novels of Arncld Bennett, H. G. Wells, and 
Eden Philpotts. Neither Mrs Travers Smith 
nor Mr ¥ are great novel-readers. They 
had each read one novel by Arnold Bennett, 
three or four of H. &, Wells’ earlier novels: 
they had not read anything whatever by 
Eden Philpotts, 


Oscar Wilde. Like blind Homer, I am a 
wanderer. Over the whole world have I] wan- 
dered, looking for eyes by which I might see. 
At times it is given me to perce this strange veil 
of darkness, and through eyes, from which my 
secret must be forever hidden, gaze once more 
on the gracious day, I have found sight in the 
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most curious places. Through the eyes out af 
the dusky face of a Tamal girl I bave looked on 
the tea fields of Ceylon, and through the eyes of 
a Wwaidermg Kurd I have seen Ararat and the 
Yezedes, who worship both God and Satan and 
who love only snakes and peacocks, 

Once on a pleasure steamer on its way ta St 
Cloud I saw the greca waters of the Seine and 
the lights of Faris, throwgh the vision of a Tittle 
girl who clung weeping to her mother and won 
dered why. Ah! those precious moments of 
sight. They are the stars of my night, the 
gleaming jewels in my casket of darkness, the 
priceless guerdon for whose sake [ would willing- 
ly barter ali that fame has brought me, the nectar 
for which my soul thirsts. Eyes | what can it pro- 
fit a man if he loses them, or what can a man 
give tn exthan@e for them? They are fairer 
than silver, better than seed pearls or many-hued 
opals, Fine pold may not buy them, neither can 
they be had for the wishes of longs,... (A pause 
to rest the mediums.) 

Tt may surprise you to learn that in this way | 
have dipped into the works of some of your 
tnodern novelists, That is, 1 have not drawn the 
whole brew, but tasted the vintage, You have 
much to learn. Time witl mithleasly prune Mr 
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Wells’ fg trees. As for Mr Arnold Bennett, he 
fs the assiduous apprentice to literature, who has 
conjured so long with the wand of his master 
Flaubert that be fas really suceteded in per- 
suading himself and others that he has learot the 
trick, But Flawbert’s secret is far from him, 
OF his characters, one may say that they never 
gay a cultured thing and never do an extraordin- 
ary one. They are, of course, perfectly true to 
life-—as true a5 a bad picture, They are per- 
fectly commonplace, and, for the Clayhangers, 
the Lessways and the Tetlwrights, oblivion will 
have a plentiful meed of poppy. Mr Bennett has 
undertaken 4 grave irresponsibility by adding to 
the number of disagreeable types in the world. 
OW late, we understand, he has taken to produc- 
jog prostitutes. It is pleasanter to turn to Mr 
Eden FPhilpotts, who, unlike Mr Bennett, on 
whose sterile pages no flowers ‘bloom or birds 
sing, has a real and unaffected love of nature, 
and, unfortunately, ail nature’s lack of variety. 
He is a writer who has been very faithful, far 
too faithful, to his first love. One wishes that 
Spring would sometimes forget to come to Dart- 
megr. 
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The following communication came throngh Mra 
Travers Smith's hand at the Owjs Board, 
July 2nd, 1923, at 11 pm. 


Recorded by Miss Commins, 


Oscar Wilde. I have no very special desire 
to give my thouphts from this place of dinmess 
to you who are breathing the upper air, But if 
it Fives you pleasure to speak ta one, who is in 
a manner soiled in the eyes of the world, I will 
continue to talk to you and to spin my webs of 
thought arcund you. As you know, I have only 
dimness around me, It is that darkness, which 
is reserved for those who are the prey of social 
conventions, which has cast me inte a state which 
is not beneficial for me from the point of develop- 
mentof mind. My mind is now a rusty Jock, into 
which the key grates with a rasp. Jt does oot 
move easily and lightly as it used. 1 will go on 
and tell you how J have wandered into the minds 
of the moderna, a5 you are pleased to call them, 

Tt ig a rather entertaining process. I watch 
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for my opportunity, and when the propitious 
moment comes I ieap into their minds and gather 
rapidly these impressions, which are largely col- 
lective. I spoke today of Mr Bennett and Mr 
Wells These two writers have somehow man 
aged to attain a summit which bes deceived 
themselves. They actually believe they are fit 
for the company of the goda who drink the necter 
of pure mind, And here they are utterly lost, 
neither of these gentlemen can do more than 
prepare @ ready-made costume for the lay figure, 
They cannot create, and even when the lay Opure 
ig nailed together they cannot clothe it. 

I feel the London of my time has been eval- 
lowed up; an article of a coarser quality is now io 
its place. The women of my time were beautiful, 
from the outward side at iegat, They had a 
meliftucus flow of language, and they added 
tuch to the brilliant pattern of society, Now 
woman is an excrescence, she orotrudes from 
social life a5 a wart doea from the nose of an 
inehriate. (Do you see wormen?} [ see them 
now and then, dear lady, when J bave the chance 
of using the eyes of a suitable medium. (Do 
you see this roomy) Yes, a littl dimly. (Mra 
T.5.—Dae you seemet) Yes, can see you quite 
clearly, (How do you manage when Mr ¥ and 
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[ sit together?) I can control his hand. I can 
eoly control yowr mind. Your hand is guided 
by your mini. ... 

(What is your opinion of Bernard Shaw?) 
Shaw, after all, might be called a contemporary 
of mine, We had almost rearhed the point of 
rivalry, in a sense, when I was taken irom the 
scene of action. I had a kindly fecling towards 
poor Shaw. He bad such a keen desire to he 
original that it moved my pity. Then he was 
without any sense of beauty, or even a sense of 
the dramatic side of life, and totally without any 
idea of the outside of any human being as he was 
utterly ignorant of his internal organs. And yet 
there was the passionate yearning to be a person- 
ape, to force his person on the London worid and 
to press in, io spite of the better taste of those 
who went before hin [have a very great respect 
for his work. After all, he is my fellow-country- 
man, We share the same misfortune in that 
matter, I think be may be called the true type 
of the pleb. He is 50 anxious to prove himeeli 
honest and outspoken that he wiers a preat deal 
more than he is able to Mink, Fe cannot analyse, 
he ia merely trying to overturn the furniture and 
laughs with delight when he sees the canvas 
bottoms of the chairs he bas flung over. He is 
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ever ready to call upon bis audience to admire 
his work; and his audience admires it from sheer 
sympathy with his delight. 

(Whom de you admire among the moderns 7} 

I am oot given to admiration, I fear, But if 
you ask me sincerely whom I admire among the 
modern dramatists, [ think there is only ote who 
haz any approach te form and a sense of drama. 
I feel that if [ wive you the name of thiy writer 
you will think that I praise tus work chiefly as 
Shaw ought, with 2 desire to be original. But 
T assure you, the only ming 1 have entered into 
which appeals ta my literary sense is John Gals- 
worthy. He is my successor, in a sense. For 
although he dives more deeply into the interior 
of the human being he is ever oecupied with the 
exterior, which is go important in the play of 
society; and fe succeeds, with this very difficult 
mediwn, in producing something akin to lite with 
all the artificiality which is so essential to the 
stage. He is the aristocrat in literature, the 
tan who takes joy in selection, ag our poor 
friend Shaw never did. Shaw plunges in and 
seizes the first object bis band can grasp and 
takes a wholesome joy in ripping it te pierces, 
Galsworthy is slow in bis selection, but when he 
selects he docs go from on exquisite sense of 
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fimess and he presents the complete pattern of 
his idea... . 

It gives me pleasure to dive a little into the 
present time. It is a fomm of amusement over 
here. 


The following communication came through Mrs 
Travers Smith's band at the Ouija Board, 
July 4th, 1923 


Recorded by Miss Commins. 


Oscar Wilde is here. [ shall readily speak to 
you, because it seems to mé that these glimpses 
of the sun keep me from prowing too mouldy 
here below. Hatilet speaks of his father’s ghost 
a3 “old mole.” [often used to smile to my un- 
regenerate days at the clumsy way in which the 
Englisman—for surely gur Shakespeare was 
nothing if not English... . The clamsy way in 
which he addressed the shale of his father used 
to wound my feelings of delicacy and selection. 
But now that I am @ mole myself [ understand. 
\ fully appreciate this expression, It was well 
chosen and should be of interest to the Society 
for Psychical Research, as it displays an inward 
knowledge of the state over bere... - 
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So tat I cannot be said to have found the after 
life a state of bliss—rather it is the dimming of 
the senses and the stultifying of the brain from 
lack of light and colour... . Bot doubtless the 
Almighty has an excellent porpose in stamping 
out as far as possible that taste for hia creations 
which worked so deeply ta my detriment, .. . 

Tam & little astray as to what special subjects 
are of interest to you {We are interested in 
drama.) If you tempt me to speak of drama I 
shall weary you with my complaints and my 
fancies, I had a different thought from my 
fellows when my plays were shaped, and comse- 
quently [ cannot absorb their attitude towards 
the stage. My dear lady, how do you approach 
the theatre? From what cide of your nature 
does it repel or attract you? Have you ever 
considered whether our task should be to aim at 
representing life in its rathet cride and dispust- 
ing ghape, or whether the stage, iike the other 
platforms irom which we endeavour to bring 
home the essence of things to the herd, should 
be reserved for the exposition of beauty fo 
some form. . . . (Do you ask for my 
opinion 7} ° 

Oscar is still here. I do not intend to Hsten 
to your modern criticism, because you heave the 
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nuafortune to live in an age of harshness, In 
my lifetime I strave te bring beauty home to the 
hearts of men. But in your time the main en- 
deavour of the socalled artist is to torture the 
genses. Pain is the only quality which is esgen- 
tial to any literary work of the present day which 
is to Gnd its way inte the favour of the oleb who 
rul¢s the world at the present hour... . 

(Tell me about your plays?) My idea in writ- 
ing a play was to weave a pattern of humanity, 
as T mentioned to you before, [think I am quite 
sensible of the fact thet 2 sound superficial, end 
you may argue, if you wish, that the poet who 
iz an artist in weaving patterns from words 
cannot approach the problem of weaving 
patterns irom the human rmaterial at his 
disposal 

I have never swerved from oy ideal. [ have 
served the theatre in my own way, and from my 
own standpoint I succeeded. (Tell us ebout your 
earth life.) ... I have delayed a little. I ieel 
it an effort now to Iay my past feelings before 
your eyes. They are past, after all: and in our 
state it is dithcult to look into the abyss that lies 
behind us. 

I find it easier to speak of the present time for 
two reasons. One, that you, my dear Jady, are 
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more qseful to me when ] speak of what you are 
familiar with; and the other, that I enjoy my 
glimpses into the present chaotic conditions. It 
affords me great happiness when I reflect that I 
escaped this age of rasp. 


Mes Travees Suit at Tee Oniya Boazn, 
Jung Zora, 1923. 


Recorded by Miss Cummins. 


Johannes, (Will you summon Oscar Wilde?) 
He is unpleasant. You may speak to him, but 
not often or much.... Osear Wilde is speaking, 
Yes, I will give you a few minutes’; Lett; that 
allows me to look through the peephole. It quite 
amuses tne in a desultory way; it is not strictly 
an intellectual occupation, but it is a mild dis- 
traction from the twilight of my present atete, 
which is somewhat the condition that is suitable 
for the propagation of a low form of vegetable 
existence. (Mrs T.5.—I have sent your com 
munications to My Yeats.) He will not be grati- 
fed by finding me still extant, unless it affords 
him some proof that he will continue to inflate, 
in a further state, his ecstatic penetration of the 
universe. (What about your literary work?) I 
do not get much literary stimrius over here. I 
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am rather in the condition of coma of the mind 
that used to overcome me when the great massed- 
up population of London oppressed my being. 
The shades here are really too tumeltuous. They 
are overcrowded and we get confused by sering 
inte each others’ thoughts... . 

T wish you would just take me as IT come. i 
craw! into your mind like a sick worm and try to 
bore a hele above the earth sa that I may coce 
more look at the sun... . 

(Why do you speak to mer) 

I bike to speak to you hecause you remind me 
of the time when I toc was a creature hampered 
by that garment you calla body, I really do not 
nas it munch, because there ig a joy in that naked- 
ness Which leaves all the thoughts and ideas of 
the mind, whether foul or fair, open to the public 
gaze. I feel now ag if the extreme reticence of 
wears a body was almost indecent. It is far 
more decent to wo about blacing one’s loves and 
bates, blowing them in the faces of those we mest 
-—as it were, being eo mouck on the outside that 
we cannot be said to have an inside. My dear 
ledy, What will it be for you to lose your little 
shape, to have no shape, to be a fluid and merely 
stream about in such an undecided way that it 
is Like drifting before a Heavy de. My mind is 
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not really a3 repulsive as you would expect. It 
looks quite reapec#ble at Gimes. Of course there 
are Gimes when it locks like an ancient thief, who 
steals away dram me with shame in his face, 
That is only one aspect of me. I have other 
attractive ones, There is the brilliant orange of 
my thoughts, ard the deep rose red of my desires, 
which cling to me soll. They are perfumed and 
smell eweet tome, But there is somehow a sense 
that they are getting a little stale. This condition 
of twilight is bringing out a delicate mossy mould 
upon them which rather damages their hoe. 
(Here the sitting was interrupted.) 
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The following communication came through Mrg 
Travers Smith's band at the Ouija Board, 
Fune 24th, 1923, 


Recorded by Miss Cummins. 


Oscar Wilde is speaking. I have come, as if 
I were a servant maid who replied to ber mis- 
trese’s bell with great assiduity. 

Tam plad to have a little of the apper air to 
breathe now and then, And you, dear lady, have 
given toe an opportunity. ... I see you have 
made op your mind that I am not 2 reasonable 
shade, that I am a capricious ghost, who merely 
behaves 2s if he had no reason to guide his mind, 
which now without a bedy to act as pilet strays 
about fluidly in space. But, my dear lady, you 
ate mistaken. My mind is quite clear, J am in 
excellent condition for exploiting the Enpifsh 
language, if only you give me & theme to weave 
patterns on. (‘Tellus about your time at Trinity 
College, Dublin.) 

I almost forget that time when I was chained 

32 


Antomatic Writings 

within the walls of the university. I was like a 
carrier pigeon who had flown by mistake inte & 
nest of sparrows, These Dublin students could 
see stich a short distance. ZT was a giant among 
pigmies. (Weare pteat admirers of your plays.) 

J bend deeply to your compliment. My plays 
were scarcely drama, They were more the 
weaving of character into pattern; and this, with 
the wze of language which | chose in each in- 
stance to illustrate the surface of the human 
being. I did oot propose to go deeply into the 
heart, a9 it is ¢alled—thet organ, which is so 
frequently maligned, did not interest me. I was 
more intrigued by the human pattern as it ap 
peared on the surface of London society. It 
seeined to ime we used to get more from each 
other by accepting the outside than by probing 
into the intestines. The outside of this great 
machine was at that date comely, and presented 
to the eye a picture which bad the chatm of much 
shade and Little ight. It was a time when beauty 
was spoken of, bot kept in the innermost chamber 
and not permitted to walk abroad... . 
# IT feel inclined to rejate little tales to-day of my 
adventures on the surface of society here. [ may 
not be as full of grace if you call me another 
time... . 7 should rather like to gle you some 
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idea of what it meant to plunge into this huge 
heap of philistinism. I felt like a goldfish who 
has choked from devouring too much bread. The 
meal did not nourish me, it merely distended my 
stomach. It seemed a foolish thing to ga on 
living in such a world as this was. And [ found 
I had a mission—the mission of drawing aside 
the veil irom beauty and showing her in her 
nakedness to the world. J had all the ardour of 
a muasonary; and tay own rather wnueue! ap- 
pearance pave me the suitable parb of a parson. 
The priest of art, of culture, must of necessity 
show it fo his own form. 


The following communication came through Mrs 
Travers Smith's hand st the Quija Board, 
July 5th, 1923. 


Recorded by Misa Cummins. It wag with diff- 
culty the recorder kept pace with the 
IeSSARE. 


Oscar Wilde. (I have a question fo ask) 
Your question shali have my best attention, if it 
savours of what coocerns yourself: if it concerns 
meé, I reserve the right to be silent of necessary. 
(Why did you select me as your medium?) That, 
my dear lady, is not easy to explain. I have told 
you how I gazed through the eyes of many 
nations that I might gain once more a look into 
the glory of the world. [ bad often fancied con- 
veying my thoughts from this place of darkness 
ta someone who bad a fitting understanding of a 
mind such as mine ig—tantastical and paimed by 
a desire to exptess beauty in words. I tried many 
times to secure 4 vial for my ideas, which could 
contain them in an essence as it were. But until 
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the day when [ seized the pencil from some in- 
noticeable being, who seemed to make an effort 
to press through the brain of “the tool,” never 
before had I found the exact quality I needed. 
If 1 am to speak agein a5 I used, or to use the 
pen, I must have a clear brain to work with. It 
mist Jet my thoughts flow through as fine sand 
might if Altered through a glass cylinder, It 
must be clear and there must be material which 
I can take use of. I can nse the hand of the 
tool and Jeave an impress of my writing ag I 
used. But hia brain does not serve me. I can- 
not tise it, for ideas would stick there as flies do 


in a Cloyed mags. 


Mrs Travers Suita at Tee Cuija Ecars, 
Jury 61a, 1925, 11.45 paw. 


Recorded by Miss Cummins. This communica- 
tion came through with the same rapidity as 
the previous message, 


Oscar Wilde, I will try to let my thoughts 
fly through your brain. (1 was tired when I 
spoke to you last} I found you jess sensitive to 
my ideas than before, but even when you are 
tired you are a perfect wolian lyre that can 
record me as 1 think. (Mrs T.5-—A legend has 
sprung up concerning you. It is believed by 
stame that you did not di¢ when you were sup- 
posed to have died.) 

Men gte ever interested, my dear lady, in the 
reraains of those wha haye had the audacity to 
be distinguished, and when, added to this, the 
corpse has the favour of crime, the carrion birds 
are eager to ight on it. In my case the corpse 
was taken from the humble place where it was 
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cast off by my mental portion and conveyed to a 
retreat where it might decay quictly and in peace. 
Tt had none of the gaudy obsequies which would 
have fitted such asiwas., And hence this legend, 
which had a charm, in spite of the fact that I 
had passed from the public gaze long before this 
dissolution took place. It is really delightful to 
think that when one has striven and conquered 
London—for I conquered London partly through 
my supposed crime—it is delightful] to think that 
after the cercese bes heen conveyed to its modest 
hole a legend is woven round its decaying par- 
ticles. You, I am sure, give me credit for the 
fact that I really accomplished the feat of dying 
wher [ was supposed to die, I did oot fly from 
the world a second time in order to create fiction. 
This legend was merely an accident due to the 
fact that I wag still talked about {Mrs T.5. took 
her hand off to rest her arn.) 

(Mrs T.5.—-Are you there, Qecar?) I waited 
-for your returning strength as a footman might 
wait for his mistress, standing with deferential 
pomp behind ber. (That is very neat} Thank, 
you, dear lady; I smile at your approval. 

(What is your opinion of “ Ulysses,” by James 
Joyce?) 

Yes, I have stneared my fingers with that vast 
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work, Tt has given me one exquisite moment of 
amusement. I gathered that if I hoped te retain 
my reputation as an intelligent shade, open to 
new ideas, I must peruse this volume. It is a 
singular matter that #2 countryman of mine 
should bave produced this great bulk of filth. 
You may smile at me for uttering thus when you 
reflect that in the eyes of the world [am a tainted 
creature. But, at least, I bad a sense of the 
values of things on the terrestrial globe. Here 
in * Ulysses" I find 4 monster who cannot con- 
tain the monstrosities of his awn brain. The 
creatures be gives birth to leap from him in 
shapeless messes of hideousness, as dragons 
might, which in their foulzome birth contaminate 
their parent. ,, , This book appeals to all my 
genges, It gratifies the soil which is in everyone 
of as. It gives me the linpression of having been 
Written in a severe fit of nausea. Surely there 
i9 4 nausea fever. The physicians may oot have 
diapnosed tt, But here we bave the heated yomit 
continued through the countless pages of this 
work, The author thought no dowbt that he had 
Biven the world a series of ideas. Ideas which 
had sprung from out his body, oot bis mind | 

I, whe have passed into the twilight, can see 
more clearly than this modern prophet. I also 
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know that if he feela his work has sprung from 
courage, Which ia innate in him, he should be led 
to realise that “ Ulysses” is merely invoiuotary. 
I feel that if this work has caught a portion of 
the public, wha may take it for the troth, that I, 
even I, who am a shade, and I who have tasted 
the fuiness of life and its meed of bitterness, 
should cry aloud: “ Shame upon Joyce, shame an 
hig work, shame on bis lying soul”... Compare 
this monster Joyce with our poor Shaw. Here we 
ind very oppostte poles. For botit these writers 
cry aloud that they have found the troth, Shaw, 
like a coy and timid maiden, bides his enormous 
modesty with bluster, Joyce, on the other hand, 
is mat @ blusterer at all. In fact he has not 
vomited the whole, even in this vast and monu- 
mental volume—-more will come from Jover. 
For he bas eaten rapidly; and all the undigested 
food must come away. I feel that Joyce has 
much to give the world before, in his old age, he 
turns to virtue. For by that time he wilt be 
tired of mith and turn to virtue a4 a last emetic. 

(You are most amusing.} 

T am glad that 2 poor ghost can bring laughter 
fo your €ye4. 

{I ato interested in literature.) 

T quite appreciate that fact. You have a sense 
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of style, and this helps me to put poor thoughts 
before Fou, 

(What do you think of Hardy and Meredith?) 

I adore the rustic, as you know. His simple 
mind appeals to mine; and for that reason I 
should be interested in Mr Hardy's work. Eut 
all that iz in me of rusticity revolts against this 
realism that flaunts itself in hopeless wanderings 
among the Gelds of Dorsetshire. Think for one 
moment and reflect that Mr Hardy's works are 
just the jottings down of a limtied village ex- 
perience with a primitive sense of romance added 
ti it, A very barmless writer, Hardy, He 
almost succecded in being a little risky now and 
then in that dull period when ke wrote, I well 
remember how his Tess set maiden hearts a- 
throbbing. It wag a tale which might attract the 
schoolgirl who imagined she Rad just arrived at 
puberty: but as a work this book is shapeless and 
has neither value as an artificial rendering of 
rustic life nor ag a minute study of the village. 
Mr Hardy is tudeed the middle class provincial 
He never dreamt he could arrive, and yet he had 
his day, partly becange he tried to paint the 
pPtasant, who at this period was just about to peep 
abave the horizon for the first ime. We were 
quite interested to meet the peasant: we even 
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found him ich for a short space, but soon his 
day had passed, For Mr Hardy wearied us. 
We wearted of his peasants, and he had te fall 
back upon a class a little more elevated but totelly 
uninteresting. This, I feel, was the reason for 
his steady decay. 

(What do you think of Meredith?) 

I atm frankly an admirer of Meredith. He, 
of course, was a man without any appreciation 
whatever of beatity, but he bad a most ingenious 
way of plaiting words, 50 that hig most ardent 
admirers could pever extricate bis thonghts from 
them. They clung about bis ideas as barmacles 
on an old ship. And be was eo completely 
clogged that his ideas escaped and only wards 
were left, Hut, after oll, what an immense 
achievement it is to pleit the Engiish language! 
I never atteropted this experiment myself, My 
plan wag to Select my words, to cherish them and 
move them from ome cotmer of my room to 
another, until they each and all received their 
due. Meredith collected them and wove them so 
intricately that bis -totellipenre was cramped by 
them, and up one ever penetrated their crustated 
masses. 

Norz.—About a year previous to this sitting 
Mrs Traveté Smith had glanced at a topy of 
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“Tlysses’” for a few minutes in Ireland. Out 
of seven hundred pages she could not have read 
more than half a dozen, nor bad she read reviews 
of thig work. 5So she was tot i a position to 
criticize it, She is a great admirer of Meredith, 
and believes him to pave a fine sense of beauty. 
She therefore almost entirely disagreed with 
Wilde's caustic estimate of his work. 


The following communication came through 
Mrs Travers Smith's hand at the Cuija 
Board, July th, 1923. 


Preseot——Miss D, Mr MLL, Mr CL. Recorded 
by Miss Cummins, 


Oscar Wilde, (Give us your opinion of 
women!) Dear lady, do you really wish to speak 
again to your criminal? J feel rather melancholy 
tonight. So possibly it is an occasion on which 
I may reasonably babble about my Jost illusions. 
T have Jong since passed into a state in which 
Women apptar to me merely to exist as the 
coloured phantoms of an over-excited brain. 
But even here, in this condition inte which the 
Almighty has found it His pleasure toe confine 
me, he canoot shut out from my only-too-fertile 
memory the images of those who passed in and 
out of my life—Hashes of lightning flitting across 
the leaden Fleaven, ... 

I desired to say that oot one woman passed 
across my path in jife who left no furrow on the 
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road behind ber. My sensations were so varied 
with regard to your sex, dear lady, that you 
would find painted on my beart—that internal 
organ 50 often quoted by the yulgar—you would 
find every shade of desire there—and even more 
{An interruption.) These women, who like 
dancing flowers sprang on my path, these jewels, 
who crowned me with torturing pleasure, were 
the strings of my lyre. They gave me words to 
weave, and thoughts to cluster round my words. 

{Tell us about one womaol) 

Women were ever to me g cluster of stars, 
They contained for me atl, and more than all, 
that God has created. Evil carne through them, 
and all the best of me was woven from the 
wornam {Here there was an intermiption from 
those present} 

Osear 9 speaking. Woman was te me a 
celour, a sound. She pave meall. She gave me 
frst desire, desire gave birth to that mysterions 
@ssence which was within me, and from that 
deeply distilled and perfumed drug my thoughts 
were born; and from my thoughts words sprang. 
Each word T wsed became a child to me. I loved 
iy words and cherished them in secret, They 
became so precious they were hidden from the 
gaze of men and! I surtured them, and in their 
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fullness brought them forth aa symbols of the 


Wom .., 

I feel it very difficult to make your simple 
nature follow me in this matter. Do I insult 
you if I maintain that woman oust ever be to 
man the force that is creative, That was what 
mede her hateful in my sight—hateful and sweet 
asa too powerful vintage. 

{Wrere all women the same to pour) 

Women came to me like clustered stars. I 
gathered them aa flowers might he culled fram 
a rich garden <All their varied perfumes came 
to me as an intoxicating diaught—not singly, 
but combined, This twined wreath encircled me 
through life, and made my days both sweet and 
bitter. 2. 

{Are you there, Gocar?) 

sear is still waiting on your fainting 
strengill, 

iMr L. What do you think of the Sitwells? 
Have you read their poetry?) No. I do oot 
spend my precious hours in catching tadpoles. 
I only Jeap into the minds of thos whe bave a 
eertzin value. Below this standard I do not 
pink 

The criticise communicated by Oscar Wilde 
was cousidered ton malicious to be published. 
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A sitting was therefore held at 15 Cheyne 
Gardens, Chelsea, January 4th, 1924, and wheo 
Oscar Wilde spoke he was agked to write a 
criticism of George Moore's works which would 
be less unkind than the previous one. The 
message was received through Mrs Travers 
Smith's hand at the owija board. Recorded by 
Miss G. D. Cummins, 

(What do you think of George Moore?} 

My fellow-countryman from Dublin! Dear 
lady, here is a fine and intricate mind deeply 
nurtured in culture; steeped in it in fact, to a 
point that compels hum to lose sight of the com- 
moo forms of man aud woman, To my nature, 
writing of this kind is almost incornprehensihle. 
I used the heavy pen; and, irom the soil oy tool 
had turned, roses and flaunting lilies rose: but 
from the rocky soil, on which Moore strives to 
nlant the rose, only the lichen draws sufficient 
noirishment, How can we meet on any groundst 

One difficulty, in reading him, is to differen- 
tiate between the sexes. To me masculine and 
feminine are the entirely arbitrary division of 
nature, while to him they stem perpetually to 
merge in each other. I am ever intrigued as to 
whether his men are women or his women met. 
And yet, what a fine perception of style has 
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Moore; style, if you like to style it so. A con- 
tinue! How of words, rippling, as a stream with- 
out colour, Hows through a level plain—-no rush 
in these waters; they follow their course with a 
certainty which may be considered monotonous 
by the full-blooded. 

The continual few and ripple of Moore's prose 
tills the reader to a dozing state. It is “ balf 
Slumber ” that carries him through these colour- 
leas pages. 

Thus Moore murmurs on; never a clear or 
masculine idea, but the hali-tone, delicately sex- 
less, sustained throughout. Do you agree, dear 
lady? Io your guod | Grd an admiration of 
Moore's style. Consider my own productions, 
Which have entirely sprung from gut the male, 
How can | speak of one whose delicacy of per- 
ception exceeds my own, Jy work was fashiuned 
to the glare of suolight, dss in the mist of even- 
ing. For, after all, dear lady, even these figures, 
which move behind the blind in Moore's tales, 
ere but shadows. 

I cannot speak too highly of what our Moore 
has said of art; here, indeed, we find the slow 
but determined intention te criticize where there 
is no intuitive taste. A worthy critic, Moore | 
Most conscientious, in that he tries to approach 
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that which, to him, is almost unintelligible. I 
cannot praise kis industry too highly, for sheer 
determination has led him to the studio; and 
what he says is the result of a decision to become 
what he is not, by nature. 

(What de you think of “Tiail and Fare- 
well "7) * 

I have not, personally, a craving for the dis- 
secting room. The enquiring muud af Moore 
has induced him to lay his friends and enemies 
thus on the table, in order that he may have 
the opportunity of observing their entrails 
while still they are alive. An accurate method, 
but rather a severe tension for the unfortunate 
subjects, whe have to undergo this ordeal in the 
cause of literature. 

(A patise.} 

I have a gentle feeling for poor George. He 
is sa entirely opposed io me in nature that I feel 
we, perhaps, are the complement of each other; 
possibly the two halves of the whole. I have a 
sensation of mild curiosity in trying to discover 
of what ingredients be is fashioned. 

Note.—Mrs T.5. has always been a great ad- 
tolrer of George Moore's work, and more especi- 
ally his style, 
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Copy of communication received at the Ouija 
Board by Mra Travers Smith, July 12th, 
1923, 


Recorded by Miss Cummins. 


Osear at your bidding, dear lady. (Do you 
object to speaking of your prison lifer) 

T do not at all object to speabong to you about 
what was to me 4 most enthralling experience. 
When I sey enthralling I mean that my circuit 
of the world’s pain would not have been adequate 
without that supreme misery, for to me it wag 
supreme. I, who worshipped beauty, was robbed 
not only of the chance of beholding her face, but 
7 was cast in on myself: and there, in that barren- 
ness of soul, I languished wotil my spirit rose 
once more and cried aloud that this was its great 
opportunity, 

If I may bea little sutobiegraphical, I will eo 
back to the beginning. It seemed to me at first 
that I bad dted and passed across the bitter 
stream to that place of dimness where now I am 
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confoed. There was 2 desolation of the soul that 
savoured of despair; and yet within me despair 
bad never found a lodgment. I was a fallen god, 
a fallen king, and felt I had the dignity of royal 
blood within me. I hardly realised my state. It 
seamed impossible that beauty had deserted me. 
I had been condemned—it seemed a monstrosity 
—condemied by whom? Not by the world, but 
by a spiteful, narrow crew who cotld not steer 
their ship if it fell on a storm, I knew the value 
of that crew; the knowledge helped me in my 
impotence. IJ sat and brooded on the values of 
the world. Hownded down by little men and 
calied unclean by Pharisees and Philistines I 
had a greater place in the world’s scheme than 
they had ever drearaed of. This thought brought 
mea certain quiet. And as day by day came one 
by one creeping upon each other in sterile dim- 
ness, my soul cried aloud that it was healing... . 

Oscar, dear lady, waits for you. My soul 
Was healing, but my vision of thitgs seen was 
blind, What service are the eyes if they behold 
nothing but bare and ugly walls and barer, uglier 
humanity? What food for me, of such as I, was 
then within these prison walls? My eyesight 
was my food, my nourishment; aud every stimti- 
lating glimpse of the world’s wonder was shut 
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out from me—the pain to think of beauty there 
without, but oot for mel The agony to feel that 
still the seasons followed in their courses! 
Spring dancing in with all its songs and bios 
soms, and Summer in her fullness of repletion, 
aod Autumn laden dewowards with the fruit her 
womb bad born, and Winter ashen white... 
and in my cel] was dimness, only dimness! 

These were my pains—not suffering because 
the world was faithless to me, but suffering 
because all that gave me life and pave the value 
of my lite was shut away fram me, But bere | 
learnt what I could never learn when beauty was 
tidy playmate and companion. .. . 

I learnt the force and ust of indignation, 
which, surging apwatds in my spirit, became a 
fury, @ possession. it gave me life again—a 
scarlet life—fiashes of scarlet-on a sombre back- 
ground, But lite it gave we, and from the hour 
when frst I realised the power of indignation 
I was a living man again. 

(Was that what induced you to write “The 
Baliad of Reading (acl?) 

Here, in the pwilight, I cen think about the 
time I fought within myself and conquered, [ 
Irved a5 fully then as in the days when I pro 
claimed the triumph of my mistress beauty, and 
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all the world of London stood still and hearkened 
to my peans in her praise. 

Dear lady, could you only know the real values 
of the world, you would not reckon crime a loss 
rather than a gain, For here I feund for the 
first time what strength is lodged within a man. 
My daily taska were easy to me from that day 
when from out my surging soul came this great 
revelation of the spirit. 

(Are you in ditness because of what you were 
sent to prison for?) 

I worshipped the divine inhuman Power that 
casts me into darkness once aagin, It is a 
different darkness from that within my cell. For 
over here the soul and spirit have reached a 
realisation of themselves. Here is no glorious 
birth for soul and spirit as that which sprang 
from mein Reading Gaol... . 

{Do you know Galsworthy’s play, “ Justice 77) 

Yes, I know it well, I have carefully digested 
what our friend has said about a subject he 
knows nothing of. His fertile brain could net 
devise a prison such as mine was. The world 
divides what it is pleased to call our sins from 
our good deeds. This cleavage is possibly the 
net result of total ignorance. For what can be 
called “justice * that rises from half the man? 
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I, bound as to a wheel which ever in its revolu- 
tions adds to my pain, my pleasure and experience 
can speak of justice; aud if you are pleased bo 
listen to me, I will pive you what has came to me 
from joy, an ecstasy of joy, an ecstasy of pain, 
an ecstasy of knowing every day what can be 
Enown both io the Body and in this state of 
Auid mind... . 

There is no justice possible here or in the 
world. For justice is the full completion of ex- 
perience, nothing more. The man who dares to 
dive below the surface and pick from the deoths 
the creatures of the darkness, must ever be 
despised and hunted while still upon the earth 
he lives within the body. The world has formu- 
lated many schemes for what he calls the safety 
of his race; but be has never seen that in this 
atheme with which be joys to torture those of 
bis fellows who despise his edicts he is provid- 
ing for himself a torture of the soul’s remorse. 
For here we learn that what is anguish, more 
acute than human beluga can attaia to in the 
world, ia the remorseful soul, who, blind, even as 
a worm is blind, has spent his hour in torturing 
his fellows as a benediction. 

{I am tired. Could you speak of this some 
other time?) 

54 


Automatic Writings 

J showld be grateful if yowr womanhood would 
bend to hear me longer... . 

I wither here in twilight, but [ know that I 
shall rise from it again bo ecstasy. That thought 
is given to ua to help us to endure, ... The 
human spirit must pierce to che innermost 
retreats of good and evil before its coomimmation 
ig complete. [E softer here because my term ig 
long, and yet I have the power of knowledge— 
Imowiedge, such as all the justice that has tor- 
tured the poor world since it was born, cannot 
attain to. 

{I must stop now.} 

I shall come again and speak to you of what 
you must experience before you come to fitness, 
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Copy of automatic scrip written on July 13th, 
i9fs. 


The weiter was Mr V, with Mrs Travers Smith 
touching ‘his band. Present—Miss Cum- 
mins. The communication was written in 
an hour and a half. The only interruptions 
were [he replacing of one pencil by another 
when the point was worn down. 


Oscar Wilde. Society sent me to prison 
and then into exile, The world that had wel- 
corned me so gladly thrust me out from its care. 
With the brand of Cain on my brow and the 
chanity of Christ in iy heart, I sct ot to seek 
my bread in sorrow—and, like Chnst or Cain, I 
found how weary the way was-—and, like Dante, 
how salt the bread when I found it, The world 
had no place for me. When I walked in public 
places I was asked to go, aod wher in hot con- 
fusion | retreated, the curious craned their heads 
or raised their lorgnettes that they might the 
better view a monster of vice. I had lost every- 
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thing except my genius, All the precious things 
that I bad gathered ebout me in my Chelsea home 
and that had become almost a part of my per- 
sonality were scattered to the winds or lost or 
passed inte careless and alien bands. The very 
children of my imagination were thought un- 
worthy to live, and a lady whom I had trusted 
and who in the days of my pride had often called 
me her frend, deliberately destroyed a manu- 
script of mine. As the man wae tainted eo must 
his work be tainted also, The leper with his cowl 
and little bell was not more shunned than I... . 
But though I have forgiven the world the 
humiliations that were heaped upon me, and 
though I can forgive even that last insult of 
posthumous popularity that has been offered me, 
1 find it bard to forpive them for translating 
my beautiful prose into German. You may smile, 
but that to the artist was a very real form of 
murder, To haye maimed my soul was terrible, 
but to have maimed the soul of my work was 
more terrible still. For oy work, besides being 
oy great memorial, is my one link with the minds 
of jiving men, More than that, it ig the golden 
thread that will draw me close to the bappter 
generations in the after time. And I am Glled 
with a noble pleasure when I think that children 
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yet unborn will read in my pages the story of one 
wha found love better than riches or of him who 
refused the fair rarment of a king that Justice 
might hold her sceptre in the land; or of ane who 
denied the mother that bore him and expiated his 
sin in deeds of mercy and kindness. I once said 
—I think it was in * Dorian Gray "—that art bad 
a soul but man bad oot, When I wrote those 
words they were perhaps no more ta me than a 
phrase Gung from the flippant lips of a cynic. 
I did not realise that they would have any tragic 
relation to my own life or te the lives of us all. 
They were pechaps only half true. It would have 
been better to have said that man has a soul and 
that the soul finds its true immortality through 
art, Art is the true Vishnu, the preserver, who 
embalmns the soul for eteroity, and embalms it 
not in matron or in wax or in honey like some 
poor lifeless thing but in its own living fires. 

The makers of history, those who ruled man- 
kind with Justice or with the pitiless aword, may 
Gnd that the secret springs of their actions are 
bidden from posterity and their motives mils- 
understood so that the good they did is accounted 
unto them as evil and the evil good. 

The than of science lives in the name of the 
Hower or the star he has discovered, and, like a 
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flower or a star, his memory has no secure 
abiding place. His work can be geen only in 
relation to the werk of others, his theories are 
superseded, 

The little stone of jasper or of beryl is hidden 
away under the masoury of many hands so that 
they, who contemplate the finished edifice, forget 
the Individual builder. To take one periect 
illustration of this, look at the history of 
astronoiiry. 

Om that wondrous sbield forged by Hephestos 
fer Achilles, on which was depicted the whole of 
the life of man in its joy and sorrow, we are told 
was wrought “the earth and the sea and the 
unwearying sun, the Pleiads and the Hyeds, she 
that men call the Bear whoa watches Orion, and 
alone hath no part in the baths of ocean.” 

That picture in its apeleas simplicity of charm 
is aS trite to-day as it was in historic times. The 
mnariner at his wheel or the peasant im the silent 
felds at evening may gare or the same stara aa 
Homer’: heroes, can watch the blazing Sirius 
and know not that to the Greek it brought fever 
afd pestilence atid sorrow, can note the Pleiads 
and remember not that their rising was the sipn 
for the great horned ships to go forth on the 
eea, Eut with science it is very different We 
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falk about the chanpeless constellations, but 
through the ages of science the scroll of the 
heavens is 4 palimpsest on which are written and 
erased the names of may men. At the coming 
of Copernicus the heavens of Ptolemy ceased to 
revolve, and after Copernicus came Galileo and 
Tycho Brahe, and Kepler followed the Dane, 
end the fait guiding angel of Kepler's planets 
faded into the cold dawn ci Newton's great 
formula, and last, like a monstrous fish, Newton 
himself lies snared in the strange nets of space 
and time that Einstein has set about him, And 
of all these men what can we know, what whisper 
of personality teaches us through the ages? A 
few anecdotes, and these mostly myths, such as 
the myth of Newton loging his horse and return- 
ing the bridle, or of Newton forgetting he had 
dined: or of Eepler solving the problem of 
matrimony by mathematics, or of Galileo telling 
the bystanders thet nature abborred a vacuym, 
Sut a Facuura of not more than thirty feet. 
Ad aa it was ja the past, so tt will be in the 
future, When we have forgotten all that 
Poincaré did in mathematics, we shall remember 
that be walked the streets of Paris with a strange 
bird cage which be had picked up at some stall 
and was puazled to know how to dispose of. And 
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if we torn to the artists and poets we shall find 
that their lives are just as uninteresting and as 
inconrplete. 

Even the love aifairs of the poets are like 
thoge of ordinary mortals. We feel as we read 
ther they are a5 purely accidental, as incomplete, 
and a9 fraukly physical as those of thousands of 
quite commonplace people. Which of us really 
wants to pry into Chopin's life at Majorca, or 
his relations with George Sand; or who, without 
weariness, can read the ravings of Keats over 
peor, foolish Fanny Brawoe! 

These things don't interest us, and simply 
because they do not reves! te us personality, 
In fact a ploughman in love and 4 poet in love 
present much the same spectacle, only the poet 
has a capacity for self-deception that the plough- 
man, happily for himself, can never attain te. 
These things are of no real vital consequence. 
They may, like Charlotte Brontes* teapot, furnish 
lachrymal wros for the sentimental or go to awell 
the muck heaps of that latest terror of modern 
society, the psycho-analyst—but to the student 
of letters, the seeker after personality, they 
signify so very little, To bis search for the real 
Chopin and the real Keats, he will turn his eyes 
elsewhere, He will realise that all we should care 
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to know of Chopin, all at least that it is important 
for us to know, the poet hes put into thade im- 
passione) preludes, and in that wouderful last 
sonnet the saul of Keats shines, as steadfast as 
the lone star to which it was addressed, and sings 
as sweetly in the great Ode as the immortal bird 
once gang in the Hampatead Garden. 


Cory oF Avromatic Scuirt RECEIVED on Jury 
131s TaroucH Taz Hans or Me Y, 


Mrs Travers Smith touching his hand. 


Tell me, dear lady, what are the virtues that 
are necessary for a happy life? Tell me ina few 
words, I don’t want to know anything about the 
vices! (Mrs T.3.—Give me your views.) I 
have no views. [wish [knew. If I did I should 
not tell you, since it is always bad advice that Is 
given away. (Mrs T.3.—I really cannot neme 
any virtue that mekes for a happy life.) I was 
afraid you were going to say work. Never hav- 
ing done any in my life I am naturally an 
atithority on it, Ah| Iforgett I once irundled 
the barrow for poor old John Ruskin, and in a 
moment of weakness I almost renounced the 
great cardinal doctrine of the indignity of labour. 
But during those few days [ learned so much 
about the bedy of man under Socialism that 
afterwards I only cared to write about the soul. 
[ told people that [ never even walked. But that 
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was a pardonable exaggeration. [ always walked 
to bec. Don’t talk to me about work, dear lady. 
It is the Jast refyre of the mentally unemployed, 
the occupation of those too dull to dream. Ta 
be étetoally busy is a sign of Jow vitality. They 
who go to the ant to Jearn her ways always come 
back agtiguated but seldom wise. And while it 
may be true that Satan sometimes finds mischie¥ 
for idle hands to do, even God does not know 
what to do with the industrious. 

So, dear lacy, live to do nothing and be happy. 
Eschew work and be ine, No one should ever do 
anything. At least mo woman should. The 
woman who was content to merely be was always 
charming, but the woman who did was often 
detestable. This is a maxim which might be 
taken to heart by our modern business girls. 
Then, instead of hunting so dihgently for their 
husbands in dusty offices, they would stay at 
home and their husbands would come to them. 


Cory or Aromatic Script OBTAINED on 
Jury 191s, 1923, 


The writer was Mr ¥, Mrs Travers Smith's 
hand touching his, 
Fresent—Miss Travera Smith, Miss Cummins. 


Oscar Wilde, Let me descend for once into 
the dull abyss of facts. I would like the world 
to knoe that the story of Walter Pater wanting 
to kiss my hand was oot true, [t was invented 
by me perhaps to assist in the revival of a lost 
art. (A story unknown to those present.) Pater, 
of course, 2dmired me immensely, but he was far 
too sensible to do that, Pater sat at my feet, 
In fact everybody gat at my feet. He could not 
telk at all himself... . It is so difficult to drag 
the past from memory’s black cave, One of my 
ezrliest recollections was of a little farm in 
Treland at McCree,.. Cree... no, that’s not 
the name... Glencree? ... where we stayed with 
Willie and Ian... and there was a good old 
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man... ded to look after our lessons... 4 
priest... Father... Prd... Pridequ? There 
was a beautiful stream near the farm. .. . Other 
memories... . Dining with Arnold and Peter 
near Hyde Park. Luoching with Margot 
Tennant, Mrs Fox Bluot and others in London. 
Asquith waa like a fish out of water, I did most 
of the talking and afterwards told Margot 
stories. Stayed behind.* ,.. (These statements 
were not within the knowledge of anyone 
present.) {Here Miss TiS. put her hand on 
Mr ¥'s hand instead of Mrs T.5. The writing 
remained the same in character but became con- 
siderably larger.) 

Gscar Wilde. GQne of my happiest moments. 
.. Gne of my few happy moments aiter leaving 
prison was when [ entertained the little school- 
children at the little village meer Berneval?. . . 
the ay Diaries by Wiltred Seamen Blunt, oo pp 176-70 

gfe fut bedankt luncheon wih Margot and ber oe 
band at porr Gromscnor Street, god 7 tock ber ae Weddowy 
e whech J bad weiter for ber smgsement The ciher gucc 
ere, Aes Grenfell Bfrs Deuey Woe, Rilbeedake, bos brtorher, 
Regwe Larter, sed Oacar Wi ALL grumensely tgigaye, 
that if was almost like a Ereakigat m Fraoce Aaguith sbons, 
rather otf of at) set met to boo qm wed Mather sory for 
tom, though be wae probably happy enough After the reat bad 
goes away, Geer cemmord tallung alone to me eed Margot” 

No "Mo Fou" res present at the been. Tus conigaon 
may have occurred rt 


fi Fusher Pndeau-F Fo: corde onde Hy ins 
to “ u-Fox." a cvideo arget 
seovad Dame, gn be speaks of " Father Pod—Pnodeau™ 


rs 


Automatic Writings 
Of course 1 was M. Sebastian Melnsotie in those 
days.... Melmoth from some ancestor of mine. 
Sebastian in memory of the dreadful arrows. 
Jean... Dupré... I knew in a Paris Café, 
Everything 16 confused and I misplace events in 
time. 

Another memory of poor Whistler, Eis paint- 
ing was quite delightiul. It had all the charm 
of being perfectly incomprehensible, and so 
formed an excellent basis for criticism, Un- 
fortunately, in a trash moment, and in forgetful- 
ness of a tnaxim which every conjuror knows, 
that where there is no mystery there can be na 
Toagic, he set about to explain himself. (Mra 
T.5.—Do write smaller.) I do the best I can. 
Have patience, 

Poor James! He was really very absurd. I 
would watch him paint and he would sing to 
himself some foolish ditty about “ his heart being 
true to Polt.”* I forget what... 

His pictures were interesting, but, of course, 
not so interesting a5 the things I should have 
said about then. 


Communication recetved by Mra Travers Smith 
at the Ouija Board, July 26, 1923. 

Present—Miss D (recording} and Miss Travers 
Srnith. 


Asked about the Epstein motmument in Paris. 


Allow me to be slightly egotistical for ance, 
The French are a bumorous nation, but, at the 
pame time, full of serious moral feelings. They, 
naturally, wished to do honour to one who had 
served Art es far as his humble powers would 
permit him, and hence they raise a cughty tomb, 
which in itg monstrous want of taste does hom- 
age to the man whose monstrous want of morals 
suggested the design 

The French, dear lady, afe a nation of moral- 
Ista. Their morals are condensed, they have 
packed them so Gphtly that they cannot allow 
any sense of humour to come through, 

This mighty monument, built and designed to 
ornament my tomb, outraged the moral sense of 
the French mation so deeply that they decided 
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with one yoice that Wilde and Epstein taken 
together were dangerous ta France. The moral 
tone of the great nation would riak a blet upon 
its escutcheon if this indelicate block of hewn 
and carven merble waa permitted to stand un- 
challenged. 

To thig design a part of me is given, that part 
which the world has chosen as my symbol. But 
this enormous mass of stone does net contain an 
atom of that power which came to me direct 
from my great ancestors. The power which can 
create and fashion beauty is absent from this 
Tovuotain, érected by a man who should have 
known, that each and all of us contain both 
what i noble and divine, combined with what is 
built of heavy clay. 

The French nation did me honeur in refusing 
to permit a monument which expressed merely 
the earthy clay. 

(Someone said here that the monument ex- 
pressed the spirit struggling to shake off the 
clay.) 

Ano insult such as this should not be offered to 
the artist. The artist does not struggle from the 
clay. The artist is a epimt which creates, not a 
mere body which is striving upwards. 

My spirit, which created beauty, was spirit; a 
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passionate spirit craving for form and colour. 
Tt did not strive to break its bonds, because Oo 
bonds were there to bind it. The monstreus 
creature shaped by Mr Epstein does not express 
the soul of Oscar Wilde. In rejecting it, the 
French did me great service therefore. My 
Wings Were spread, ready to carry me away into 
the heavens, not lying slack and lifeless. This 
Was an instinct in the French, this sure apprecia- 
tion of my penius. 


Oscar Wipe, Juty 26, 1923, 


I bow to your call, dear lady. Why have I 
Jost you? The world cares little for a shade, but 
if the shadows of my thoughta still interest, I 
am willing that they should go forth aa litte 
moths fit into the deep night. 

(Asked about Freud's theory of dreams.) 

Dreams, dear lady; in your sterile age, dreams 
are degraded even as woman. Dreams are the 
food on which the children of the light subsist, 
and in your ape of cold and harsh idezs dreams 
have become the offal, not the food. But if you 
Itsten to the poet's voice, the priest of beauty in 
her shrine; dreams dwell far from the world, 
and in your gross age they live on those who 
know that life 35 faded and without form, unless 
the dream comes which creates for us the verit 
able image of beauty as she is, 

We, who have passed beyond your ken, we 
only know what these men (Freud and Jone) 
guess at. Tell the world that vision for it must 
ever be obscure. While body sul exists, the 
mind is trammelled by weights such os the 
heaviest burden borne by man cannot compare to. 
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In his recently published volume, * Thirty Years 
of Psychical Research,” Professor Richet, 
that eminent physiologist, speaks of certain 
hitherto discredited branches of abnormal 
psychelogy as having come within the realm 
of aciente. He even opens the door to 
ectoplasms and pre-vision. The fact that be 
devotes G26 pages to the demonstration of the 
scientific value of such subjects means that we, 
who are interested in what used to be called 
“ghosts” and “hauntings,” need oo longer be 
alarmed at accepting phenomena of that nature 
as being of supreme interest, We may reason 
ably cry aloud on the house-tops that we have 
been wiser than some of our scientific brethren in 
devoting time and attention to the sifting of evi- 
dence in this direction. For, although Professor 
Richet cautiously liruts his declared beliefs to 
the acceptance of “cryptesthesia as an explana- 
FA mpercommel power of duacoreneg whol in tino 
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tion of morutions, premonitions and pre-vision, 
he confirms hig belief in the genuineness of 
materialigations and so-called ectoplaamic forms 
as scientific facts, admitting that, so far, he is 
unable to explain them. 

I feel that the acceptance of the phenomena of 
pre-yision by an eminent scientific toao is of 
supreme importance to psychical research. The 
impossible seems to have become possible if we 
are permitted to feel that we may, without ridi- 
tile, give grave attention to what comes to us in 
dreams of from the clairvoyante in its bearing 
on future events, We shall still have constant 
hackslidings and disappointments, but we are 
confirmed in believing that every case which 
comes in our way is worthy of attention. 

For many years we have talked about tele- 
pathy until that theory has become go extended 
that tt threatens to sfap asdoder, if it has net 
done so already. We are still deeply occupied 
with the study of the sub-conscious. It is Aatter- 
ing to feel that each of us possesses a deep well 
of stored-up memories into which we may dive 
if ronditions permit us, and from this diving we 
may draw up creatures rare and etrange. Their 
long sojourn in the waters of Lethe bring them 
back to us as new ideas. 
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Now Professor Richet tells us that each of uz 
possesses “oryptesthetic power.” Wre may not 
discover the fact during our earth existence, but 
if we analyse our experiences atfiiciently care 
foliy we shall recognise that occasionally we 
bave had a glimpse of the unkmown; that we 
have been cognisant of facta which must be out- 
side our subconsciousness. Soa here we pause 
and iook back and find that two of the planks on 
which we stood are floating out te sea. Hi we are 
to take Professor Richet seriously we shall begin 
to put less faith in that speechless converse of 
mind with mind which served us go long; we 
chall begin to wonder whether the vast well of 
our memories really contains this swarming 
tiass of images. The submerged self is a com- 
paratively new suggestion; it has absorbed ts 
since Freud boldly Jaid bis map of our dreams 
before us, 

We wonder what the next step willbe. Pro- 
fessor Richet has heaped ws with responsibilities. 
Where it was a cage of “agent and percipient,” 
our percipient has vanished; we alome are re- 
sponsible for what we used to call “ telepathic” 
impressions. We create our own phantotns, we 
even tiaterialise them in some cases. Our auto- 
matic messages are all part of ourselves, They 
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are largely Gzhed from the great well which we 
call the sub-conscicus, but when we recognise 
impressions which must be outside our memories, 
because, a9 yet they have oot become memories, 
we have created them through that mew sense 
which in future we shall recognise ag cryptes- 
thesia. Professor Richet expresses absolute pain 
in having to make some of these admissions. He 
has oot suffered the supreme pain, however, of 
accepting the apiritist theory: which, of course, 
is the simplest explanztion of the shadowa that 
beset as from time to time. He seema more 
teady to believe that angels and demons are in 
touch with us than to give consideration to the 
possibility that thoae, who loved the world and 
what it containg, may survive in some form and 
Seize any opportunity, no matter how dim, to 
impress their continued existence on ws. 

For my own part, 1 am an agnostic in these 
matters; 7 dare not say I believe in the 
experimental proof of survival, though it 
seems to me on the whole a less romantic 
idea than belief ic annihilation. At any rate, 
in cur psychic atudies, we should always bear in 
tind the possibility that our communications are 
coming direct from the minds of buman beings 
who once were imprisoned in the body. Aiter all, 
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telepathy, the subconscious and cryptesthesia 
are oniy words which serve to express ideas 
covering phenomena which are so mysterious 
that the scientific truth about them today may 
be the childish folly of to-morrow. 

One of Professor Richet’s arguments against 
“apint” conununication is, that, in most cases, 
when we vet messapes purporting to come from 
the dead, they are of a poor and trivial nature 
and rather tend to show that death deprives us 
of our finer mental parts, £ entirely agree with 
this criticism of much that I have come across. 
At times we sicken when it dawns on wus that 
death seems to diminish mental vision, if our 
messages are to be accepted. 

I think this difficulty may be largely due to 
the imperfect means of communication at our 
disposal Jf the medium could be dispensed with 
acd a sottable “telephone invented between 
this world and the other, no doubt results would 
be less uneven and clezrer. I am quite certain 
that the mental and physical condition of the 
mednitn makes or mars the messages to a preat 
extent. If conditions are satisfactory the coro- 
Tounicator takes entire command: the medium re- 
mainas absolutely passive and can be “ wed.” 
Satisfactory conditions chiefly consist in free- 
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gom from cistraction of any kind whatever, 
Physical upset makes communication almost im- 
possible, any mental worry is still more mis 
thievous;: noise, windy weather, etc., all injure 
the quality of what comes through. The reason 
14 very evident to anyoue who has had experi- 
ence Of hypnotism. Tf we are to be used as 
“instruments " we must remain passive. In 
order to acquire complete passivity, anything 
that jars on the mind or distracts it in any wey 
or keeps the consciousness awake must be elimi- 
nated, Trance or “ somnambulism " is the most 
fayourabie state for good results, But bers, 
when cotire control of the personality is possible, 
that entity which we call the " guide” seems to 
interfere. [ believe that many of the trivial re- 
sults, attributed to discarnate personalities, are 
in reality the work of the " guide” or “ contrel 
of the medium. This happens less frequently ia 
automatic writing or ouija work, berause the 
hypnosis of the medium is slight and an altera- 
tian in the communicator would be abserved im- 
mediately by an ecperienced sitter, 

The * Oscar Wilde” seript which I offer to the 
public, hoth because of its literary and psychic 
interest, seems to me to suggest definitely the 
possibility that we may be in touch with an ex- 
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ternal influence. If I were fully convinced of 
that fact, I should certainly be 23 fully convinced 
that Oscar Wilde had spoken to the world again. 
T should oct attribute any messages 30 charac- 
teristic of the whole man to an impersonation on 
the other gide. I think in this case it is a choice 
of two hypotheses: either Gacar Wilde is speak- 
ing, or the whole script, ouija board and auto 
Toati¢ writitg must be derived from the sub- 
consciousness or clairvoyance of two mediums, 
In either case, the matter of the messages and 
the maouner in which they came are of such un- 
usual interest that [ feel the entire case should 
be stated as fully as possible. I believe it to be 
quite outside those which can be accused of being 
trivial or dull, Perhaps it ig best irst to explain 
how these scripts came to us. 

A gentleman, whom I shall call “ Mfr V7," had 
several sittings for owija board work with me at 
the British Collepe of Paythic Science. He 
seemed quite conversant with bis subject, but 
gave me to understand that he had no powers a5 
a medium himself. He is a mathematician and 
15 interested in rusic, but, 30 far as I] kone, he 
has no special interest in literature. I goon per- 
ceived that he wag one of those persons, who, in 
some mysterious way, are belpful at a sitting. 
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He waa very reticent, but I had a sense that he 
made communication easy and harmonious. 
There was a clearness of paychic etmosphere 
when I sat with him which is not usual with 
strangers who come to me for the first time. 

In May of the present year, Mr V joimed a 
small class of mine for the development of auto- 
matic writing. I had a firm conviction that he 
had mediumistic power, but to my disappoint- 
Toent he roade no progress at the first two sit- 
tings, ether with writing or the oulja board. He 
seemed in fact to have less power than the other 
members of my class, At the third meeting Mr 
Y wrote for the first time. I rested my band on 
bis, while he held the pencil, and a sentence of 
two were written slowly, purporting to come 
from a deceased friend of his own, This was 
rather more encouraging, but it did not indicate 
that Mr V possessed any special facility for 
automatism. 

At the fourth meeting, which took place at my 
own house, Mr ¥ was the only one of my class 
able to be present. He wished to continue the 
automatic writing. So we pursed the same 
method as on the former occasion. Mr V held 
the pencil, I sat beside him and rested my fingers 
lightly on the back of his hand. Before we had 
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started he asked me whether it would make any 
difference if he closed hia eyes. [ was pleased at 
his suggestion. On two former occasions that 
desire to work with closed eyes had been the pre- 
lude to interesting results. 

At first bis pencil tapped repeatedly on the 
paper, then it began to move tore rapidly than 
at our last meeting. He wrote the name of bis 
deceased friend again; the message concerned his 
daughter Lily. “I want my daughter Lily, my 
little Lily,” it began. As the word " Lily” wag 
written I was sensible of an interruption; I felt 
instinctively that the communicator had changed. 
I asked who was speaking; immediately “ Oscar 
Wilde " was written and the message continued 
more afd more rapidly. J looked at Mr V, He 
secroed only half conscious, bis eyes were closed. 
His pencil wag so firmly controlled that I found 
it very difficult te move it irom the end of one 
line to the beginning of the next. I Lifted my 
hand from his; the pencil stopped instantly; it 
merely tapped impatiently on the paper. 

These first scripts, written by Mr V and my- 
self, were short in compatison with some of the 
later ones. It seemed that be wrote in a state 
of semi-coma and this condition was of short 
duration He stopped and apoke two or three 
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times while writing the first communication; as 
soon as his pencil began to move he closed his 
eves and lagked unconscious, f was surprised 
at the clearness and accuracy of the writing. 
The words were divided, the Ps crossed, the i's 
dotted, even gudtation matks were added and 
punctuation attended to. The signature strock 
me aa unusual, and on reading the script over I 
noticed that at times a Greek a was used; algo 
that there were strange breaks between the let- 
ters of the words, such as d-eafk, vin-toge, etc. 
Neither Mr V nor I had evect seen Wilde's writ- 
ing so far ag we could remember. When he waz 
gone it struck me that it would be interesting to 
compare the script with a facsimile, if | could 
find one. I was singularly fortunate, for at the 
Chelsea Book Chuib, not only did I see a fac- 
simile of Wilde’s wioting, but an autesraph 
letter of bis happened to be there for sale. I was 
amazed; the handwritings seemed similar, 
allowing for the fact that our script was written 
with a heavy pencil and the autograph letter, 
probably, with a steel pen. There was a Greek 
dg, used occasionally, not invariably; and there 
were the long breaks between the letters of 
certain words. 

In this first communication there are many 
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points of interest; some of them seem to indicate 
sub-conscious plagiarism, [ shall deal in e Jater 
chapter with passages which, though not actually 
Quotations, bear a strong reseroblaoce to ideas 
and sentences in various published works of 
Oscar Wilde’s—*" Intentions,” “De Profundis,” 
ete. Against the subconscious theory is the fact 
that certain questions I asked were answered in 
& manner indicating that the communicator did 
not reply from material which was ion Mr V's mind 
or mine. T asked for the address in Dublin where 
Sit William Wilde (his father) lived and with 
which Oscar roust have been familiar. I equld 
have written it without a moment's hesitation as 
I know the house well; probably it was not in Mr 
Y"g mind ag he does not know Dublin, The reply 
was: “Near Dublin; my father was a surgeon: 
these names are difficult to recall." I was dis- 
eppainted, this savoured of the usual dodging of 
evidence we meéet with eo often in automatism. 
No, 1, Merrion Square, where Gecar Wilde lived, 
ig in the centre of the city. I continued : “ Not at 
all dificult if you are really Oscar Wilde.” The 
pencil moved again and wrote: “T used to live 
near here, Tite Street.” I took my hand off Mr 
Y"'q for @ moment and said: “ There is a Tite 
Street near bere agd he has spelt it correctly. 1 
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don’t know where he ved in London, do yout” 
Mr V replied: “I heve neyer been in Chelsea 
until to-day, and, to the best of my knowledge, [ 
never heard of Tite Street.” Oscar continued 
the writing. My next question wag, " What waa 
your brother's namer”’ “ William,” then a 
gitoke underneath, and below it “ Willie” was 
prritten, I then asked for Lady Wilde's nom de 
plume, and “Speranza” was written without 
hesitation. Se far as he can tell, Mr V did not 
lnow Oscar Wilde's address in London and 
neither did L, and yet it waa writteo without my 
having asked for it. I knew the Dublin address 
and no attempt was made to give it; I knew Lady 
Wilde’s nom de plume, Mr V did act, yet he 
wrote it immediately it was asked for. Taking 
these facts into consideration, it cannot be said 
that the information was in the mind of the 
mediums; it might probably be accounted for by 
eryptesthesia if we exclude the posmbility that 
Oscar Wilde may have been speaking. 

At our next meeting several persons were 
present. Mr Dingwall, research officer of the 
Society for Paychical Research; Mr B, who is 
af excellent medium, and Miss Cummins, whe 
has wide experience of psychic work, 

Mr Dingwall probably gave the impetus to cur 
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message that day. The eatire departure fram 
the redundant style of our frst script into the 
“Wilde " epigrata interested and amused 115 all. 
Tt seemed such an unexpected development from 
that “other side” from which so often we get 
either trivialities or empty pomposities, My 
suggestion that we might ask some questions was 
swept aside haughtily by our communicator. 
Wilde has rvice refused to give definite proofs, 
but on several occasions he has volunteered 
information which was not io the mind of either 
medium, so far ag they now, and which proves 
to be correct. While the little tale about James 
McNeill Whistier was toid by Mr B, Mr ¥ and 
T sat as before, he boiding the penal while my 
Dand rested on his. When the story was foished 
the pencil moved and wrote: “With James 
vulgarity always begins at home ! ” 

T keve observed during all these sittings that 
this communicator is very sensitive to the indlu- 
ence of those present or to the condition of the 
Oded of either roedinm This is, of course, quite 
natutal, whether we consider that Oscar 
Wilde is spesking or that the sub-conscinus- 
peas of the sittera is responsible, At the 
first sitting (allowing the communicator was 
Oscar Wilde) the control seemed passionately 
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anxious te convince us of his identity; he pro- 
ceeded to do ao by pounng out an essay which 
would at once arrest attenton by reason of its 
similarity to well-known passages in his prose 
works, It daes not seem to me that the fact that 
he almost quated from his own writings proves 
it to be a case of subconscious plagiarism, be- 
catisé, in iater scripts, this 1s not the case. Cer- 
tainly in this short essay on the Society of 
Psychical Research he does not quote, and yet, if 
it Was read aloud, the name of the author being 
kept back, I think it would immediately suggest 
Wilde to anyone conversant with his work, I[ 
need hardly draw attention to whet is obvious, 
that, in judging automatic script, allowance must 
be made for the intervention of the medium. If 
the brain of the medium or medrims is used, 
thetr personality must lend a certain favour to 
the communication, Lees of this is traceable in 
these writings than in the average automatic 
message. Again, if we returo to the suggestion 
of sub-conscious plagiarism, it is well te take it 
clear that neither Mr V oor J had ever had any 
special interest in Oscar Wilde. Mr VY states 
that he had only read “ The Picture of Dorian 
Gray,” “De Profundis,” and “The Ballad of 
Reading Gaol,” and all these before the war. I 
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had read more then Mr V¥ and I had been inter- 
ested in Wilde's playa, bt, except “ Salomé,"" I 
had oot read & page of Osear Wilde's work for 
twenty years past. This, of course, does oot re- 
duce the value of the subconscious explanation, 
but it is as well to state exactiy how things stood 
before the first message came and to make it plain 
that ne recent suggestion bad recalled Oscar 
Wilde to our memories. 


CHAPTER III 
Tre Ourya Boarn 


More than half this script came to me when I 
was sitting plone at the ouija board. Perhaps 
I bad better explain this method of communica- 
tion, as it seems less familiar to most people 
thao automatic writiog. The ouija board, which 
[ use, is an ordinary card table covered in preen 
baize, On this the letters of the alphabet are 
placed; they are cut out singly and arranged in 
any convenient order. A sheet of plate glass is 
laid over the table and the letters. When using 
the board I rest my fingers on a small, heart- 
shaped piece of wood covered with mibber and 
shed tiiderneath with three pads of carper felt 
This little “traveller,” very much the same as a 
planchette, without its pencil, flies over the glass 
from letter to jetter, I prefer it to antomatic 
writing because of the speed with which I can 
get messages in this way. A shorthand writer 
is at times necessary owing to the rapidity with 
which the commynicationy gre spelt out. 
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Om the evening after the frst script had come 
to Mr ¥ and me, I tried the experiment of asking 
whether Wilde would speak through the ouija 
board to me alone. My control, “ Johanzes,” 
wag very unwilling to permit this. Apparently 
he considered [ was getting into bad compat. 
With a iittle persuasion, however, he consented, 
and scan the name “Oscar Wilde” was epelt 
out. The traveller flew frora letter to letter with 
ita usual iphtning rapidity, occasionaily making 
@ patise as if the communicator was feeling for 
the right word, I gathered that this was a con- 
rergation, The seript in the afternoon seemed 
more premeditated and rather of the nature of 
a short essay; the oulia was a method of * talk- 
ing" to Wilde. In this first *  T interrupted 
him several times. [ hoped that he might give 
me scine definite proofs of his identity. A hint 
of any intention of the kind waz evidently un- 
welcome. Various circumstances, which were 
pot in my tind or Mr V's, have come through 
spontaneously, but a defmite demand fer evi- 
dence was always refosed. In this first talk Wilde 
describes his condition on the " other side” in a 
most depreseing macoer, In the automatic writ- 
ing he had spoken of being in twilight, here he 
makes it plain that some routine work has been 
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given him which bores im inimitely. He is 
ghut away from the beauty of the world and 
doing what is little better than * picking oalkum 
in goal” It is bere for the Grat time he apeaks 
of that nakedness of mind which lays our 
thoughts and feelings bare when the “ decorous 
garment of a body" is cast off. “Ideas grow 
stale," he says, and look like “the slightly 
creased and dabbled clothes of our friends on 
earth.” J have never had @ statement of thia 
kind in any message before. ‘The average com- 
municater sometimes speaks of secing into my 
mind; that is to be expected af it is beg used; 
but no ome except Oscar Wilde has mentioned 
this exposure of thought. Amongst the ques- 
tions asked was, whether Mr W"s mind or mine 
was used when the automatic writing came 
through. The reply, “through you, dear lady, 
be is a ‘ teal” you are the light that lets me peep 
into the world,” must oot be taken literally. 
Some explanation was bound te come and this 
tay have been considered Aattering te me, It 
is interesting that the word " tool” should be 
used of Mr ¥. In Mr Bligh Bond's first " Glas- 
tonbury" scripts two mediums were responsible, 
Mr Bligh Bond and an automatic writer, and in 
these scripts the automatist is always spoken of 
9 


Psychic Messages From Qaear Wilde 


as “the instrument.” In cases of double 
mediumahip, such 25 the Glastonbury and the 
Oscar Wilde scripts, it is so difficult to deter- 
mine how the results are produced that it seems 
almoat idle to attempt to solve the problem, The 
facts as they stand now afe— 


1. Mr ¥ and I produced the first five or six 
automatic scripts. I could not get the band- 
writing without him; be could get nothing with- 
put my help. 


2. I found that I could get communications 
from Wilde sitting at the ouija board alone. 


3. [ tested Mr V with four different persons 
at my house, but gut of these ooly one succeeded 
in getting anything through with hint 


4. When my daughter touched his hand the 
Same writing, magnified at least twelve times, 
appeared. Since then, I understand that Mr ¥ 
has found twa other mediums with whom be can 
work. The nature of the writings seems to vary 
with each medium, So far as I know no literary 
criticiam bas come with anyone except myself. 
(On the occasion, when a strong circle was pres- 
ent, Mr ¥ was able to write alone. J sat beside 

ow 


The Ouija Board 


him. The seript was long; mot Wilde at his best, 
T thought.* 

This case of Oscar Wilde is the third instance 
of successful double mediumship which has come 
to me during the twelve years I have been work- 
ing at Psychical Research, The frst opened up 
the path to the most interesting series of experi- 
meots I have ever bad.f These were sittings at 
the ovija board, af which 7 have spoken before; 
both the mediums being blindfolded; the mess- 
ages being taken down by a shorthand writer 
in absolute silence, so that the sitters had no Idea 
what they bad been spelling out until their masks 
Pere removed trom thely eyes. Mr L, my fellow- 
medium, had never seen a culja board until one 
evening he came by chance to my house. He 
failed to get any movement whatever with his 
eyes open, but Inamediately they were closed 
messages came rapidly when he and [ sat with 
both our fingers on the traveller. Mr L found 
one other lady with whom he could work, bit his 
results with her were rather different from his 

PT must be recognised thal in cases of double madiomsbip 
the commmpeicadens canocl be attributed to to either are deeeitly com. migoe, 

aecial wis tbe person who in iy bed an the weiter kao 
thag mith ihe actzal he tae Denages are drAnaicly & 
jount production, 
Tee top book “Woo Foo the Void (der) 
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results with m4. In this manzuer we did a long 
series of most intricate telepathic tests and had 
many interesting messages, including a very 
accurate prophecy of the course of the Balkan 
war, Which came ic us on the day after hos- 
tilities had begun, After these blindfold sittings 
with Mr LT found one other medinm who could 
work with me in the same way. Mr X had 
enormous “driving " power at the outja board, 
but alone he could not spell out one word co 
herently, When be and I sat together we never 
failed to get script blindfolded; without my help 
be could move the traveller abowt at a tremendous 
rate, but there it ended. He got no coherent 
messages When he worked alone. I quote these 
two cases of Mr Land Mr %, whe worked with 
me blindfolded, to show that better results often 
come through double mediumship than through 
one person. It does not follow that other sitters 
cannot succeed with either medium, it demon 
pirates rather that there is a certain psychic 
harmony im which one automatist seems to com- 
plete the other. It is a matter which is difficult, 
if not impossible, to explain. 

Here I think I must impress the fact on those 
whe are not familiar with automatism, that both 
these owija scripts and the automatic writing 
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eame from Wilde at such a headlong pace that 
it is impossible to imagine that the mediums could 
possibly have improvised them consciously, The 
only possible accusation might be that they were 
composed and memorised. I can vouch for my 
own being entirely unpremeditated, and in double 
tnediumship the fact that both operators hare a 
share in the work, sete that contention aside; 
memorising would uot serve where there was 
more than one automatist. The speed of both 
the outja work and the writing was tremendous. 
The long script (700 words), in which Wilde 
mentions the planets, came through in an hour 
and a quarter on a sweltering day in July. 

To return ta my ottia scripts. Adter ny frat 
“talk” we had another sitting for automatic 
writing, end the second half of that afternoon's 
work was @ littl essay on the novels of H. G. 
Wells, Arnold Eennett and Eden Philpotts, 
Wilde states in that essay that he is penmitted 
to gather a Little of the Literature of to-day by 
dipping into the minds of modera opvelisis. He 
explains this method rather more fully to me itl 
a later ouija script. He says: 

"Te is a tather entertaining process. I watch 
for my opportunity and when the propitious 
moment comes [Jeap inte their minds and gether 
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rapidly these impressions, which are largely col- 
lective.” These statements were, to say the least 
of it, astonishing. I felt that as the essay in 
automatic writing had been so entertaining I 
mught test the communicator’s powers in thet 
direchon a little further. The criticisms of 
modern writers in the script are not my conscious 
criticism, of that I can speak definitely. I can- 
not answer for my sub-conzciousness, but I can 
hardly imagine that any part of my mind could 
speak as Wilde does here. [ found oo difficulty 
in inducing him to give bis opinion in amy case 
which occurs in the script: but twice I asked for 
bis ideas about a writer with whom he must hare 
been familiar and with whom J am familiar alse : 
Henry James, There may bave been a complex 
there; no resulta came on elther occasion. IT am 
personally a great admirer of Henry James and 
would have been interested to have “ Oscar's * 
ideas on his work, 

All through we have the continual repetition 
of the state of diomnesa on the other side into 
which, apparently, “victims of the social con- 
vention” are cast. It is quite chvlous that Wilde 
has lost neither bis pride nor bis egotism, but he 
complains repeated]y of the dimming of his 
senses “for lack of light and colour.” “My 
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mind is now a musty lork into which the key 
grates with a rasp,” he says. “Tt does not move 
easily and lightly as it used." Later on he speaks 
of “ these glimpses of the sun keeping him from 
growing too motldy bere below.” It has been 
objected by some critics that these messages have 
not the edge which we find in Wilde's fest prose. 
I feel the persons who expect 4 style equal to fis 
best know Little or nothing of the diffrulties of 
peychic communication. He ended his life a 
wreck, saddened and disappointed, and he has 
evidently found a certain meed of punrhment 
awaiting him at the other side. He seizes on this 
chance of speaking again to the world, to which 
hig love of objective beauty still binds him fast. 
Can we reasonably hope that his brilliance shawd 
be Still untarnished, that the edge of his wit 
should be as keen as in the nineties? As I have 
said in the foreword, I assume throughout this 
book that I am convinced that Oscar Wilde is 
actually speaking at these sittings, The fact is, 
T try to keep an entirely open mind on this point, 
but “an open mind” means that the spiritist 
theory must have a hearing, for, to my thinking, 
Qur imagination must be called of i any case, 
whetber we accept Professar Richet's cryptes- 
thesia or the sub-conscious or the spiritist theory 
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as our hypothesis. It seems that, taking inio 
consideration the universal faith inherent in 
human beings that we survive death,it is equally 
probable that Oscar Wilde's spirit is communi- 
cating with us or that Mr ¥ and I, and in some 
eases I alone, possess cryptesthetic power, or 
possibly, that this is a case of plagiarism, arising 
from the sub-corscious, which is less likely in my 
apinion. All three explanations must be taken 
into account, but it is simpler for me to ageume 
that Osear Wide 15 actually with ws again when 
I write of these scripts. 

T do not consider that, even li we do acecpt the 
view of some of our crities that Wilde’s penius 
is diminished and that the edge of his wit ia less 
finely prownd than when he was alive, it detracts 
from the enormous importance of our having 
produced something sa much akin to his style 
that 3 invites discusston. It must be borne in 
mind that this individual style is coupled with 
handwriting which is remarkably like Wilde's; 
that fact adds enormously to our evidence in 
favour of its being a renuine case of continued 
perionality, It demands a very wide stretch 
of imagination to bebeve that sub-conscious 
memory from a possible glance at Wilde's writ- 
ing could produce hundreds of pages of script 
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which never varies in its Imitation and is written 
in 3 handwriting which is totally unlike Mr V's 
or mine. Most of those facts which were un- 
known to the mediums, bit which I have verified 
as being correct, came in automatic writing, One 
important point, however, occurs in the ouije 
actipt which is of great peychic interest. I quote 
three passages irom the ouija messages relating 
to Wilde's state on the other aide. 

He says: “My dear lady, what will it be for 
you to lose your little shape, to have no shape, to 
be a fluid and merely stream about in such ap wo- 
decided way that it is like drifting before 2 heavy 
tide." Again he says, speaking of his mind that 
“pow without a body to act as pilot strays about 
fiuidly in space.” 

Jo another passage he says : “ The shadey here 
are really too tumultuous, They are over- 
crowded... ."* 

In Sherard's “Real Qecar Wide" fwhich I 
did not read unti all these scripts came through) 
he mentions a sitting for automatic writing held 
at André Gide’s house after Oscar's death. 
Ruyesemberg said: “We would like t) know 
your opinion of life beyond the grave." Wilde 
answered; “A chaotic confusion of fluid nebu- 
losities, a clonque of souls." I thtok it is inter- 
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esting ta find the same ides in two of the three 
communications which we actually know of from 
Wilde since he passed over. 

In the ouija script, I have on several occasions 
tried to discover what this process of entering 
inte the brain of the medium actually is. Repiies 
to my questions are as vague as such replies geti- 
erally are. Wilde says: “Jf Tam to speak again 
as I sed, or ta use the pen, ] must have a clear 
brain to work with. It must let my thoughts 
How through as fine sand might if filtered 
through a glass cylinder. Ji must be clear and 
there must be material which I can make mse 
ete” Again he seya: “ Even when you are ored 
yOu aft a ocefect aolian Iyre that can record me 
as [ think.” It is difficult to follow exactly what 
is meant here, more especially aa I cannot repro- 
duce Wilde's handwriting, Tf the actual content 
of the medium’s brain is used, possibly a traming 
in passivity may serve, also the fact that, in my 
dase, there has been a literary training also, 

I felt it rather difficult and dangerous ground 
to ask about Wilde's prison experience. What 
gues to prove, I think, that the ouija talks and 
the automatic writng are from the same source 
ig that Wilde willingly spoke to me of his suffer- 
ings in gaol and continued the subject without 
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any suggestion on our part on the next occasion 
when Mr V and Isat. This * prison” script is 
quits in harmony with what came before. It 
would seem that, if there is a ruling Providence 
which moulds cur destinies, Wilde's love of 
objective beauty had to be starved before the 
spirit could assert 1iseli. For, except in * De 
Profundis" and “The Ballad of Reading 
Gaol,” we wet beauty of a certain type from him, 
but it is beauty of the flesh not the spirit. Tif 
we may carry speculation a ttle further it may 
be imagined that his prison life bad purged him 
only ta a slight extent, There was a drifting 
Back to evil conditions, partly, perhaps, due to the 
fact that when he was free again, nothing was 
leit him, not even bis power to create. In the 
" Real Oscar Wilde,” Sherard says: “ The terri- 
ble fact ia, that be wag drinking because he could 
not work, Fle was secking in the palpable Hell 
of being wiable to produce, because his brain wag 
exhausted, the artificial Paradise that alcohol 
affords.” Possibly hig social fall was merely the 
beginning of what ia ¢ontinued in the Hades 
. Where he is now shut away again from the joy 
of “seeing,” which was nourishment his nature 
demanded. 

Despair never really caught bold of Oscar 
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Wilde: be bad a bingry eagerness for what the 
world contained and even in prison he used, 
when in the infirmary, to entertain his fellowa 
with jokes and stories. In the ouija script be 
says that when he Jearnt the power of indigna- 
tion be was a living man again. But his present 
condition ig different from his state in Reading 
Gaol He says: “ Itts a different darkness irom 
that within my cell. For over bere the soul and 
apirit have reached a realisation of themselves. 
Here 35 uo glorious birth for soul and gpirit as 
that which sprang from me in Readizg Gaal.” 
I must make it quite clear that until all my ouija 
talks had come through I did not dare to open 
a book about Oscar Wilde. I bad forgotten 
most of his work that I had read, and I dad never 
been suificiently interesied in him ta look up any 
facts about his life outside what was made public 
at the time of his trial Even now I refrain from 
reading Ransome’s Life in cate I should have 
further sittings. Ag itis, I feel, having published 
this book, I have been forced te enquire too deeply 
into the subject to make further script evidential. 

A passage (in the outja talks} where he speaks 
of women, is, I think, in its idea at least, very 
characteristic of the man. “ Woman was to i 
a colour, a sound. She gave me all, she gave me 
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firet desire, desire gave birth to that roysterious 
essence which was within me, And from that 
deeply distilled and perfumed drug my thoughts 
were boro: and irom my thoughts words sprang, 
Each word f ysed became a child to me.” This 
worship of words is underlined in my script. 
Twice Wilde speaks of “weaving patierns 
from words” in his poems, amd he also 
speaks of “weaving patterng from char- 
acter” in his plays. This feeling for the 
sound of words must have Been strong in him, 
though I believe be, like mary other poets, was 
not musical. J have made several attempts to 
get him to speak of music, with no success, 
although music is my own especial subject. I 
asked him to compare music and colour, He 
lmmediately replied that colowr was far more 
closely allied to literature than music, and, 
leaving out the question of music aliogether, 
began discussing its relation to words. 

Again and again he emphasises the intport- 
ance of dealing with the surface of both society 
and literature and forebsaring to “ probe into 
the intestines." His words were in reality his 
children rather than his ideas. During his 
prison life, however, ideas dominated tum, per- 
haps for the first time. 
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Now that I have described the methods ag to 
how thege communications came to us, perhaps 
it ig well to discuss the three explanations which 
ere most likely to present themselves to my 
readers. 

Firsi, am] apparently simplest, is the theory 
that Oscar Wilde has arisen from the sub- 
conscious memories of ont or both of the 
mediums who produced the script 

[ have already disposed of the idea that Mr V 
or I had been reading Wilde's books immediately 
before these messages came or that he or Tf were 
enthusiastic admirers of his work, That is 
naturally what the tian in the street says when 
he glances at these writings. It is true that if 
either of the mediums had been making a special 
study of Wilde's work, there would be a very 
gtrong case for the subconscions. Even then 
there are points which would threw it off its 
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balance. I shall not discuss this subconscious 
theory except a5 a possible result of our readings 
of Wilde many years ago and a Jess possible 
result of one or both of the mediums having at 
some ime seen a fac-simile or autograph, which 
would account far the handwriting, 

We are told by Freud end Jung, whose work 
ou this subject has met with very peneral accept- 
ance, that everything seen, known or heard of is 
photographed indelibly on the sub-conscicns 
mind; everything, literally, which bas become a 
memory is there, Therefore, if J had at some 
time in my life (row remote} picked up a book 
in some shop or stall aod glanced at it momet- 
tarily, whatever had met my eyes would prob- 
ably remain in my sub-consciousness, buried, but 
still alive. So that, if conditions were fayour- 
able, that memory might, as well as any other, 
tise to the surface. Now wheat are the condi- 
tions that send these buried meories floating up 
to the conscious mind from the aub-ronscicua? 
To put it very mildly, the most favourable con- 
dition i8 suspension of consciougness, ‘This 
occurs, of course, in sleep, in hypaoosis, in trance, 
To = lesser form, I believe it occuirs when the 
medium is writing automatically, using the cuija 
hoard or pazing into a crystal, Under these 
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circumstances we may draw up from the well 
of our memories anything we have seen, known, 
or heard of. 

I do cot attempt to dispute this hypothesis; it 
has, like many others, been proved and necepted. 
That of course does not mean that it will not 
be disproved at some future time, There are 
stumbling blocks for the wosclentific person in 
accepting this theory, It seems dificult to 
account for the strange selection of fish that we 
draw up in our net, 

Tf the sub-conscious really holds all cut 
memories, why is it that what is brought to the 
surface ig frequently what has been of no par- 
ticular moment to ust For instance, if Oscar 
Wilde arises from my memories he is one among 
hondreds of literary petsons who has interested 
ne, Sut distinctly a lesser Light, not one of the 
authors whe has made any real impression on 
my cind. Why should my sub-consclowsness 
amuse itself by plagiarising his style rather than 
the style of any other writer who has arrested 
my attention more folly? The reply to this is 
"because Wilde's style ig easy to plapiarise.” If 
we accept the explanation thet Mr YV and I 
(either or both of us) have drawn up Oscar 
Wilde in a moment of suspended consciousness, 
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what was the process? First, we had both read 
some of Wilde's wotk, poems and prose, though 
not recently, Echoes from that source might 
readily rise upwards, Then it will bave to be 
supposed that at some unknowao time one or both 
oi us had seen an atitograph ar fac-simile of 
Wilde's handwriting. Further, we shall have to 
imagine that at some vague period one or both: 
of us had read or heard a number of small and 
intricate facts relating to Wilde's life which 
remain photographed on our sub-conscious 
memories, while others more important cannot 
be induced to make thelr appearance. Now, 
irom these rags and tatters in the sub-conscious- 
mess We Must imagine we can create a style so 
similar te Wilde’s that the chick question for tbe 
critics 13 whether it ig Wilde at his best ot 
whether hig “wit is tarnished," and also 
handwriting which is almost a fac-simile of 
his manuscript and which continues without 
& break through bundreds of MS. pages, 
That point seems to me to be difftult to 
explain, These buried memories rise rather 
dimly, a5 a rule. At times they present them- 
selves ag symbols of what is to be conveyed. 
Tt requires a wide stretch of the imagination to 
believe that a glance at a letter of Wilde's at 
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somt undefined period would result in this sus- 
tained forgery. I fancy the most accomplished 
forper would find it a tough job te carry on 
through ocven a hundred pages—much less 
through our manuscript Of course, speaking 
from my own small experiments, I am quite 
aware that the sub-conscious mind can do what 
the conscious mind is Incapable of, Its clair- 
yoyante or “ cryptesthetic ™ powers are entirely 
different from those of the conscious mind. In 
fact in my owd case semi-bypnosia seems actually 
ta create powers which [ do oot ondinagrily 
poseess. Normally I have no clairvoyante gift 
at all that I am aware of, yet at the ouija board 
I develop a power of petting at dacts which are 
hot present im my consciousness. In my normal 
atate I might hold an object in my band for hours 
and get no impression of its history, but at the 
ouija board I can do psychometry. These facts 
art, I take it, due to a state of semi-hypnosis, 
although any persor sitting with me would prob 
ably say I was fully comscious, A very import- 
ant point in this case would be to discover where 
the suggestion arose which brought about this 
Osear Wilde episode. It seems apropos of 
nothing. J sit at the ovija board and ask my 
control ta write me & poem or en casey, and, at 
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a speed which far exceeds that of the fastest 
writing, a poem of éssay is wotten, which is 
perhaps crude but is quite beyond my powers 
unless | were to sit and think, Here we have 
script after script poured out at a headlong rate 
in Oscar Wikde’s style; indeed, in his two styles, 
for we get his over-ornate and redundant prose 
and that sharp caustic humour of his alternately, 

It ip said that Wilde was not quick at repartee, 
Whistler's rapid shafta of wit used to annoy fim 
because he never could reply with equal speed. 
If the cuija talks sometimes contain expressions 
which seem cruder than anything Wilde might 
he supposed to have used, H ahould be remetn- 
bered that they are conversations; they certainly 
are fot prepated as the automatic writogs 
appear to be, The latter nearly always savour 
of the essay. 

I am quite ready te adtit that the whole case 
can be explained by anyone who accepts Pro- 
fessor Richet’s theory that, under certain cir- 
comstances a clairreyante power, above and 
beyond what we possess normally, comes to ug; 
but [ am not inclined to think that it is due to 
subconscious plagiarism alone. It is too 
accurate, too sharply defined. What rises from 
the submerged past of us is blurred im its out- 
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lines. It is ever ready to accept suggestion and 
spin elaborate webs around it, but where there 
is m0 suggestion it js inclined to be indefinite. 
From long practice J have come to recognise little 
halts and hesitatlons where the sub-conscious 
alone is at work. In producing these scripts we 
have sometimes had long pauses, and with the 
ouija board there have been halts where the 
communicator was obviously hunting for a 
happy expression, but in neither case has there 
been the groping that comes when one feels io- 
stinctively that we are dealing with the sub 
consclons mind alone. 

Ail that [ bave said on this subject seems a 
special pleading against the conclusign (which 
might be arrived at rapidly by any intelligent out- 
sider who reads the scripts} that both mediums, 
having a certain knowledge of Wude’s work, 
were plapiarising from their submerged mem- 
ories, I think the opinion of the medium is 
worth something on that point; I fee! instine- 
tively that it was not the case. 

if we tdke these ecripts one by one and ana- 
lyse them we shall find much that speaks io 
favour of and against this idea, In the first 
automatic writing we had = dozen or more 
passages which, though not quotations, were 
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parallel with passages in “De Profundis,” 
"Dorian Gray," atid “Intentions.” That fact, 
of course, i5 an argument in favour of the sub- 
conscicis idea. On the next occasion we bad e 
completely wocalled for essay on the Society for 
Psychical Research, suggested probably by the 
presence of Mr Dingwall. His presence there 
might have piven the sub-conscious mind a sug 
gestion; but, if so, how very aptly it responded! 
Going back to the frst script it should be re- 
membered that when I asked the address at 
which Sir William and Lady Wilde lived In 
Dublin, whick I knew, the reply to my question 
was that it could not be recalled; but the Tite 
Street address, which J did oot knew, was given, 
Mr ¥ of I may have had this information at some 
time, but that cannot be proved or disproved. 
Later on we had various facts given to us which 
we could not have known consciously and which 
go to disprove the sub-conscious hypothesis, 
Some of these related to Wilde's personality, 
small details which could not have reached me 
unless I had read a life of Wilde or met someone 
who knew him intimately. He left Ireland after 
he had graduated at Trinity College, and I never 
fame across any member of his family, or, so far 
as I know, anyone who knew him personally. 
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Except one, the bterary scripts all came through 
the outja board. The first, which was in auto- 
matic writing, deals with H. G. Wells, Arnold 
Bennett and Eden Phillpotts. Neither Mr V nor 
L had ever read a page of Eden Philpotts’ work 
and very littl of Arnold Bennett's; rather more 
of Wells. [t ia noticeable that very little ip said 
of Weils. Both automatists were more familiar 
with bis work than that of either of the other 
novelists. Surely more should have been phote- 
graphed on cur subconscious minds of Wells, 
whose works are fatrly familiar to us, than of 
Bennett, who is criticised in preater detail and 
of whose writing we kmow far less. Again, in 
speaking to me at the ouija board of Shaw, Gals- 
worthy, Hardy, Meredith and Moore, if this is 
sub-conscious criticism direct from my rind, the 
submerged portion of me must hold entirely dif- 
ferent opinions from my consciousness, Joyce 
Thad netread, [had glanced at 2 few pages at 
the beginning of his book, but felt the task be- 
yond my powers and resigned oryself to being 
one of the persone who had not sticceeded with 
“Dlysseg,”” [ admit, of course, that in some in- 
direct way, T might have gathered that Philpotts 
wrote about Darimoar. If so, T have absolutely 
no recollection of the fact. Mr V was as rouch 
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at sea about this allusion to Devonshire as I was. 
I admit also that my sub-consciows mind may be 
the direct opposite of my conscious mind. It is 
a fact which oo one can prove or disprove. If 
so, the literary criticiam of my sub-consciousness 
in its opposition to my consciousness ia singularly 
accurate, except in the case of Galsworthy, 
where in a sense Lagree with Wilde, Then there 
arises that interesting point, which could not 
possibly have come trom me, consacusly or sub- 
consciously. On those three or four different 
oerasions, always through the ouija beard, 
Wilde speaks of the “ fluid state of hig mind at 
the other side.” [ have referred to this mcident 
in a previous chapter and poiated out that at the 
stance after Wilde's death he has described hia 
condition in almost the same words as in my 
seript: the ideo is exactly the same, How did 
this idea reach mer It does not strengthen the 
sub-conscious theory. 

In the last message that came through the 
automatic writing—which consists of a series of 
tattered memories—Wilde says: “I wes M, 
Sebastian Melsotte in those days." This was 
quoted to me as definite proof that the sub- 
‘conscious memory had supplied the word, 29 
Afelmozh was the name which Wilde took after 
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he left prison, On looking again at the original 
automatic acript, I found that the name was fret 
spelt dfelnotte and afterwards Melmoth 
Strangely enough, some weeks later I saw in The 
fimes a notice of a sole of Oscar Wilde's letters. 
In it was mention of several of these being signed 
“Sebastien Melmoth,"” and further, there was 
one in which Wilde asked that the reply should 
be addressed M. Sebastian Melsotte. He says 
in that letter that he will ocplain the change later 
on. These facts cannot have arisen from either 
Mr V's mind or mine. Neither of us knew con- 
scioualy the name Wilde had taken and certainly 
we did not kmow that he had used two different 
versions of that name, 

Again, in the script in which the planets are 
mentioned, some knowledge of astronoty is dis- 
played which ought come from Mr V's brain 
He, being a mathematician, is naturally con- 
versant with this subject. This can be used ag 
a prop for the subconscious case. It seems, 
however, to be expected that the communicator 
will make use of what is in the brain of the 
medium; these references to the history of 
astronomy are selected by Wiide merely to ilus- 
trate his own argument; possibly the literary 
criticisms may have been helped by the toaterial 
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in mine, though, of course, that is less probable, 
as Wilde was distinguished in literature. I 
therefore ask my readers to pause and consider 
a while before they decide that the script con- 
tained in this book is merely subconscious 
Plagiarism from the medium or mediums as the 
case may be. I am quite willing to admit the 
possibility that it may arise mainly from the sub- 
consciousness; bat before deciding I would ask 
that those who take it seriously would weigh 
what evidence there is, and would consider 
whether this evidence covers all the pround. To 
my mind the completeness of these results show 
some more subtle cause. I feel that the hand- 
writing ig the point that almost decides me 
against this bypothesis. Seeptics are often more 
creduions than persons who allow their imagina- 
tion to carry them away in a different clirection, 
who admit that there may be a larger reality out- 
side themaelves. 

Apropos of the unbelievers I am efad to find 
in Professor Richet’s new book that he sets aside 
the argument, eo often repeated to me, that every 
medium is a fraud; that the professional medium 
has taken pains to become 30 expert a conjuror 
that he or she sought well make an easier living 
on the music hall stage; of that a private " Seot- 
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land Yard” is employed by the average clair- 
voyante in order to discover facts about every 
client who koocks at his or her door. It seems, 
on the face of it, rather absurd to imagine that 
the very moderate fee offered to the professional 
medium could cover such heavy expenses. These, 
however, are the arguments put forward by 
highly intelligent and sceptical persons deeply 
interested in Psychical Research, perhaps be 
cause they auffer the p2zin which Professor Richet 
aptaks of, the pain which comes from belief being 
wrung from us io what we hoped was the im- 
possible. J cao say with perfect sincerity that I 
believe in my sub-conscious mind. No one who 
has worked for so long at experiments under 
various degrees of hypnosis could deny the fact 
for a moment. What I doubt is, that aa definite 
an entity as the Oscar Wilde of these scripts can 
be dramatized by Mr ¥ or myself. Possibly 
there is a mingled condition here. The sob- 
conscious may supply a part and under these 
conditions cryptesthetic power may also come 
into play. We are dealing largely with words. 
“The subconscious" and “ cryptesthesia " ex- 
press ideas that serve us for a time, and will 
surely be superseded by others as our knowledge 
increases. We may, in fact, be coming towards 
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the time wheo we shall all be forced to admit the 
presence of an external influence in cases such 
as this, We may even be reduced to the stage of 
believing some of the statements of their identity 
which our communicators make to us. T admit 
that in many instances they lead us astray, out. 
I think the best resulta are obtained by taking 
them at their face value. That, of course, is the 
mediums point of view while experimenting. 
The mediym should produce ag much evidence oa 
possible, should ask no questions until he has 
atrived at the Limit of prodiuction, and then add 
hig criticism to that of the scientists. For, aa in 
some Ways the actor is the best and most intimate 
critic of drama, the medium, who has instinc- 
tively felt results, can expla them from a point 
of view arrived at by no other person. We, how- 
ever, wart many opinions on cases such as thie. 
T feel that, when possible, it is a duty to offer 
such material to the public in order that its value 
may be thoroughly sifted, 
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LET us now consider this case from Professor 
Richet’s point of wew and see how far it will 
lead us towards solving the problem oi Oscar 
Wade's unexpected appearance. Let yg set aside 
the suggestion that he may possibly be speaking 
ta us fram some unknown region, the conditions 
of which we ate unable to understand, and as 
sure that our script has risen entirely through 
the medium’s clairvoyante or cryptesthetic 
powers. 

To express it simply, Frofessor Richet's 
theory is that science has proved, under condi- 
tions which cannot be definitely defined, that it 
is possible ta develop “ cryptesthesia," a super- 
normal power by which we become aware of 
facts unknown to us in either the present, past or 
future, We have therefore no proof of survival 
and none is possible, 

Such a hypothesis can catry its over ali the 
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ground if we are ready to gecept it. In my frst 
chapter I have already spoken of this solution of 
the diiheulties that beset the student of Psychic 
Science. I shall not say that I am wholly con- 
vinced by it, but [ am quite ready to admit that 
it is entirely logical and would probably be en- 
tirely satisfactory to certaim types of nund. In 
fact to these persong it will be an immense relief 
to shake off ali the difficulties of proving survival 
and rest on a basis which seems natural and con- 
cervable. 

Aa I continued to read “Thirty Years of 
Psychical Research “ I grew more and more in- 
terested. We progress from telepathy to moni- 
tions and premonitions to the problem of psycho- 
metry, which seems insoluble taordinary mortals, 
ta pre-vision, an even more impossible puzzle, 
and we fash with hauntings. There we call a 
balt: for, so tar, materialisations and *" teie- 
kenesis,” etc., though scientific facts, cannot be 
explained; cryptesthesia does not take us quite 
the whole way. 

We mtst oot be alarmed in discussing Pro- 
fessor Richet’s theories by the fact that the straio 
on cur imagination will be more severe than if 
we admit the possibility of survival. Through 

"The bentzbon of chjetts withaot comiect with Lhe medi, 
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nountiess ages we have been taught te look for- 
ward to a iife beyond the grave where reward 
or putushment awaits us according to our deserts. 
This belief is 0 embedded in our nature that it 
requires less effort to entertain it than to accept 
a series oi ideas dealing purely with what is in- 
tangible; whoch involves isith in a power, the 
possession of which has been hitherto discredited 
by many of our scientists, For cryptesthesia is 
practically what we used to call clairvoyance, It 
ig more extended in its application; it is the 
power of “ secing more clearly " than the ordin- 
ary mortal, seeing tu many directions te which 
the “ clairvoyante " vision was not supposed to 
extend. What amazes me most in reading Pro- 
fessor Richet’s book 1s that he accepts more than 
many of us, provided the case fits in with his 
central idea. Trifles, which seem hardly worth 
recording, present themselves to him as fresh 
evidence of his hypothesis, We recognise that 
with Professor Richet cryptesthesia fills all the 
tracks; we must preserve a crittcal attitude and 
Hot pertut ourselves to be carried away too far 
by his enthusiasm. 

Let us now analyse the case of Oscar Wilde 
from Professor Richet’s point of view. 

In speaking of Mrs Piper’s phenomena, Richet 
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says: “ When these entities manifest, they make 
mistakes, trifle so childishly, forget so much and 
show such reticences that it ts impossible to be- 
lieve that the spirit of a deceased person has 
returned.” That is 4 very sweeping staiement, 
Even I, with a very limited experience, and that 
without the help of any professional trance 
Toedium, deny that sommunication purporoug to 
he from the degd is, as a rule, childish and futile; 
L agree that my communicators seem to have for- 
gotten most facts connected with their earth lite, 
and, more strangely still, they sometimes seem to 
have forgotten their own names and the names 
of their friends, But I do not often pet what 
could be called “ childish ” messages from them. 
In another passage Professor Richet says: “ The 
poor spiritist personality is not in any way in- 
coherent, it is simpiy low grade, and very low 
erade, being with few exceptions much below 
average intelligence.” IT have nsually Ave to 
seven sittings in the week at the ouija hoard and 
my tesults vary considerably. I find, tf totelii- 
went questions are asked, intelligent answers are 
giver. In fact I should say that, far from being 
low grace, the spirit personality [ come across is 
extremely interesting so long as it is speaking of 
conditions on the other side; the difficulty as a 
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rule is that its memory of earth life is dim, it 
forgets names and details, which may be ac- 
counted for by its distance from the earth atmos- 
phere. We, however, look naturally for clear 
and distinct proofs of an earth existence, and if 
what we get deals chiefly with the future state 
we attribute the communication to the sub- 
consciousness of the medium, and possibly we 
are right. 

Wie must, however, for the moment, adopt 
Professor Richet’s explanation of the appear- 
ance of Oscar Wilde. We must assume that 
when we bad that first sitting for automatic 
writing, at which he professed to speak, Mr V¥ 
and I brought our cryptesthetic powers into play, 
we impersonated Oscar Wilde and, playing wp to 
the impersonation, through our subconscious 
tudds, we made use of the submerged memories 
of Wilde's works and personality, which we poe- 
sessed from reading his hooks. A very remark- 
able feat at a first sitting for automatic writing. 
The imitation of style, Professor Richet would 
say, is "parody, not atthorship. It is clever 
literary work, but it does not come from a He- 
yond. The human intelligence that composes 
this prose is in no way beyond human powers.” 
I believe that there have been a good many cases 
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in which distinguished persons have purported 
to speak from * Beyond,” Most of these have, 
itt reality, been parodies, The style is a dim re- 
flection of that of the author who is supposed 
to be writing; I have mot personally come across 
a case Where a Clever imitation of style was com- 
baned with a clever imitation of handwriting. 

What is Professor Richet’s explanation of the 
handwriting? “The similitude of handwriting 
need not trowble us," he says, “for there is 
nothing ta show that cryptesthesia may got ex- 
tend even to that. Helen Smith sees before ber 
the signature of Burnier by ber cryptesthesia, 
and then she imagines herself to be Burnier in 
virtue of the natural tendency of mediume ta 
impersonate.” My only objection to this dast 
contention i¢ that, even if Helen Smith sees 
Burnier’s signature through her cryptesthesia {a 
Signature that includes coly a few of the letters 
of the alphabet), wall it leave a sufficiently en- 
during impression to carry her through hundreds 
of pages of MS, without any alteration in the 
handwriting? Perhaps; but we must admit that 
a great stretch of imagination is required to 
suppase so; atid that at least the Oscar Wilde 
script is a remarkable case, 

I have said that [ did not think the explana- 
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tion of subconscious plagiarism covered the 
ground. if feel sure, however, that cryptesthesia 
covers it completely if we accept this hypothesis, 
because, nore awakened, that power can develop 
cognition of facts unknown to the sitters. 
Therefore, Professor Richet contends it is im- 
possible to prove survival. He also contends that 
the existence of crypiesibesia is a fact, which is 
demonstrated by hundreds of instances which 
he quotes. I agree with Professor Richet that, 
in a sense, it iy impossible to prove survival, 
Proofs on a subject so tiuch outside human ex- 
perience are, at best, only partially convocing: 
bot in defining “ metapsychical facts," he saya, 
“they seem due toa unknown byt intelligent 
forces, including among these unknown iatelli- 
gences the astonishing phenomena of our sub- 
consciousoess "; and he defines cryptesthesia 
further on as “a sensibility” whose nature 
escapes us. If so, if we are dealing with “* un- 
known” intelligences, we are tot in a position 
to assert that Gscar Wide is or is not an ex- 
tension of our own faculties. This “ unknown 
intelligence * may surely be the discarnate mind 
of Oscar Wilde himself. Professor Richet says, 
speaking of “Raymond,” “Cryptesthesia is 
ahvays pattial, defective, symbolical and se 
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mixed with etrots and puerilities that it is diff- 
cult to belreve that the consciousness of a 
deecased person can be limited to such a degree,” 
Does that criticism apply to the series of scripts 
now before waif Syoboltsm is, I think, ruled cut 
in this case, and, even if the facts in the scripts 
which were tinkhowi to as are few, they are not 
"errors or“ pierilities.” Therefore, accepting 
Professor Richet’s own statements, thrs is oot a 
typical case of cryptesthesia. 

Taking the scripts one by one, we must sup- 
pose that the first was larecly due to the stb- 
conscious. The two mediums had a certain 
content of Wilde’s writing in their minds, and 
from those memories they built up on essay 
witich had tnany sentences in it containing ideas 
from Wilde's published works, sometimes cven 
the words being almost identical with phrascs 
from “Te Profundis,” “Dorian Gray,” etc. 
The handwriting must have been due to the fact 
that Mr ¥ or I had glanced at an autograph or 
fac-simile of Wilde's handwriting at some hme, 
now forgotten. In the state of “ sermi-sommam- 
bulism” induced by automatiam, the eryptes- 
thetic powers of one or both mediums was 
aroused, tence the address in Tite Street, un- 
fnown to either of us, It seems strange, woder 
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these ciremistances, that the address in Dublin 
was not given. Mer VY knew neither it nor 
“Speranza,” Lady Wilde’s nom de plume. J 
knew both. At the serond sitting, at which Mr 
Dingwall was present, ke gave the suggestion to 
the eub-consciouws minds of the mediums, and the 
essay on the Soclety for Psythical Research was 
the result. (typtesthesia was not evident here 
except in supplying the name of Mrs Chan Toon, 
who wes unknown to either medium. 

The second essay on that afternoon, in which 
Wells, Bennett and Philpotts are spoken of, was, 
of course, due to the gnb-comscious minds of both 
sitters, except in the case of Philpotis, where 
eryptesthesia may have accounted for the allu- 
aion to Dartmoor. Of course some casial glance 
at a volume in a book shop or 2 review of one of 
Philpotts’ novels may have dropped that memory 
into the sub-conscious mind af either or both 
medians. 

Then comes that question of Wilde's refer- 
ences to his fluid state of mind and ™ cloaque of 
aquls " of the seance at André Gide's, which finds 
an echo in the ouija script, “The shades are 
really too tumultuous, They are overcrowded 
and we pet coniused by seeing into each other's 
thoughts." I oust have, through my eryptes- 
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thesia, got at the fact that Wilde had professed 
to speak through automatic writing before and 
have gathered the ideas that were communicated 
on that occasion. 

Again, in the onija script, dealing with his 
prison life, I seem to follow the actoal state of 
Wilde's mind, so far as we can judge from what 
Sherard, who frequently visited him in gaoi, has 
told us, First, despair seems to have setzed him; 
he, however, rose from this, and, pressing from 
fury and despair te resignation, made uge of the 
resources of the prison, aid before be left, 
through bis good cooduct, bis Ite became more 
tolerable, and he was permitted to have abundant 
books and periodicala to read. ‘This particular 
script, I have na doubt, would be relegated By 
Professor Kichet a3 an entirely sub-consclous 
production 

Now, taking the last section, which came 
through in automatic writing, partly through Mr 
¥ and myself, and partly through bim with my 
daughter's hand resting oo fis, we fod a mumber 
of ragged bits of memory giving ws sotue inter- 
esting points which I have been able to verify 
and some which ere of such a trivial nature that 
it would be impossible to pet evidence for their 
touth or the reverge. [ cannot, so far, verify that 
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a story was spread by Wilde about Pater’s wish- 
ing to kiss his hand. J have vershed the fact, un- 
known to me when the writing came through, 
that Pater was a very silent person in company. 
The next memory, recalling a little farm at Glen- 
cree, Was interesting. Wilde makes two shots at 
the name: “ MecCree—Cree—ano, that's oot the 
name-—Gleocree.” [koew: Mr ¥ could not have 
knw, 25 he has never heen in Freland, that, high 
an in the mountains twelve miles from Dublin, 
there i5 a lonely valley called Glencree. Wilde 
speaks of staying there with “ Willie and Tso.” 
Of course, I knew Willie must be his brother, 
but Thad never heard he had a sister. L find 
now that Oscar was very much attached to his 
only sister, “ Isola," who died when she wae eight 
years ald. 

He speaks of an old priest, “ Father Prid*— 
Prifeay,” who gave them lessons there, I wrate 
to Glencree teformatory school and, through the 
courtesy of Father Foley, ascertained that sixty 
years ago Father Prideay For was manager of 
that school, at Glencree, 

We then come to the passage where the village 

* Tha mfoonabon Fo now find 1 could have obtained had 1 
seen Domakoe's Ei (Bastoo, Bass, 25 A) for Apri] 1905 
Father Lawreoce res Prideau For ajatas in an actele be 


conitbuted to that mageume thet be knew Lady Wilde aod 
taniecd Opcar 
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of Bernaval is mentioned. At that time my 
daughter had her hand on Mr Vs; she knew 
nothing whatever about Wilde’s life, neither did 
Mr V oor I know that Wilde stayed at Bernaval 
when he left prison. Then comes the point sbout 
the name Melsoth or Melxotte, to which I re- 
ferred previcusly, The little story about Whistler 
is so trifling that I hardly hope to confirro it. 
Here therefore, in this one gmail section, we 
have evidence in several instances of the cryptes- 
thetic power of the avediuains. 

In another short script, speakung af work, 
Wide says: “ZT once trindled the barrow for 
poor old John Rugkin.” This referred to his 
Oxford days when Ruskin tsed to mrvite his stu- 
dents to work in the garden. When the writing 
came through the fact was unknown to os. 

Tn his final chapter Professor Ruchet says: 
“Every phenomena of cryptesthesia must be 
preceded by an exterior energy that has started 
it; some uoknown vibration, that has set mm 
mation the latent energies of our human mind, 
unaware of its powers.” Therefore even mental 
mediumship must be in a sense objective, 1f we 
allow that it is due orginally to an “ exterior 
energy.” Strange that any energy or vibraiton 
should start frp tninterested persons, quite un- 
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premeditatively, on these long plamiarisms of 
Cacar Wilde, unless that vibration cames ito 
gamething that was once the Oscar Wilde we 
knew. In another passage Professor Richet 
says: “In certain cases, rate indeed, but whose 
significance I do not disguise, there are, appar- 
ently at least, intelligent and reasoned intentions, 
forces and wiils in the phenomena produced.” I 
taonot belp feeling that Richest has almost ad- 
mitted that an external influence ig responsible 
in some cases at Jeasi. He mentions that Geley, 
whe no dotibt would prefer to attribute all 
phenomena to the subconscious, states that " the 
high and complex phenomena of mediumship 
seem to show external direction and intention 
that cannot be referred to the medium or the 
experimenters,” 

I have tried, as far as is in my power, to put 
the case fairly to roy readers. I feel, personally, 
that it may well be attributed to cryptesthesia in 
conjunction with the sub-conscious, The original 
suggestion puzeles me, however, I fail to see 
what started us 50 unexpectedly on this line, if 
we leave out the spitit Lypothesis. In judging 
these scripts, the greatest weight should be given 
to the theories of Professor Richet, who is un- 
doubtediy one of the most importaat living 
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thinkers on this subject. He is so frank and 
definite in his statements that we know exactly 
where we are with him. He has admitted far 
more than I showd heve dared to expect, and 
he has placed at our disposal a very logical ex- 
planation of the most difficult points in Psychica! 
Research. He haa found an argument to clear 
up the mystery of paypchometry, that power by 
which through unknown means the history of 
an inanimate abject may be gathered by certain 
persons. I incline to disagree with him that 
the presence of an object is not a necessity, and 
[ speak from extended experience. My pomt is 
that the suggestion should be there to awake this 
super-normal power. Again, Richet recognises 
it a8 a demonstrated fact that oder similar con- 
ditions we con see future events, “ There are 
premonitions,” he says. He explains this as 
copuition of future events through cryptesthesia; 
how these suppestions reach the clairvoyante he 
rannot conjecture. With respect and pratitude 
to Professor Richet, 7 feel that hig theory is too 
incompleta to warrant our accepting it in its 
entirety yet awhile. Myers, who admitted the 
survival of personality as an explanation of our 
messages and visions, asked less of our imagina- 
tion than Bichet does, Although we know how 
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important is the part which the sub-conscious 
plays in our work, we aturally look for some 
raison dette for visitations like this of Oscar 
Wilde. If Protessor Richet could explain why 
and from where the original suggestion came, we 
should listen to the rest of his argument with 
more conviction. In reading his concluding 
chapter, I felt that on gue very important point 
be and I take different roads. He speaks most 
reasonebly when ke says: * Why should there 
not he intelligent and puissant beings distingt 
trom those perceptible by our senses’ By what 
Tight should we dare to afhrm, on the basis of 
ouc limited senses, our defective intellect and our 
scientific past, aa ret hardly three centuries old, 
that in the vast Cosmos man is the sole intellizent 
being and that all) mental reality always depends 
upon gerve cells irrigated with oxygenated 
blood?” . . . He speaks again of “ mysterious 
beings, atgels, or demons, existences devoid of 
form, or spindts which now and then seek to 
intervene in our lives, who can by means entirely 
unknown mould matter at will... and who, 
to make themselyes known (which they could not 
otherwise do} assume the bodily and psycho 
logical aspect of vanished personalities—all this 
is a siteple manner of expressing and under- 
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standing the greater part of metapsychic 
phenomena.” 

Now here Professor Richet and [ part com- 
pany. f am as ready as he is to believe in the 
existence of angels and demons and imysterious 
beings, but that it should be supposed toore con- 
ceivable that a case euch as the one we are deal- 
ing with is an impersonation by an augel or 
demon, rather than & communication from the 
discarnate mind of Gsear Wilde, is quite un- 
reasonable to my thinking and simply complicates 
aur difficulties. I am ready to admit that in the 
early stages of the development of mediumsbip, 
impersonations are common. These, however, 
can be easily recognised by any expericoced 
sitter, and Seem to me, ii I may speculate, to be 
of the polterpeist order. The messages are vague 
and foolish and lead nowhere. The case we are 
considenng is of a different nature. 

I believe therefore that, if we are ready to 
accept Professor Richet's theory in its entirety, 
we may repard the Oscar Wilde script as 3 very 
natable case of cryptesthesia aroused in both the 
mediums, 
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Ir may be well now, 26 we have discussed tro 
possible explanations of Oscar Wilde's appear- 
ante, to comsider a third. It may be Wilde bim- 
acli whe is speaking to us again, It is the 
obvious and simple explanation, but many of us 
set it aside; perhaps because, in accepting ii, our 
imagination is not suficently excited. Why are 
our ectentists so slow to admit the possibility 
that we survive death? Professor Richet’s 
theory of cryptesthesia is difficult, I do not agree 
with him that it is proved ag pet; it does not 
eover Balj the phenomena which he admits are 
gemine, in arriving at this stage he has sii- 
fered actual “ pain" as each fresh proof forced 
itself on him; and yet he states that he considers 
belief in survival superfluous when applied to the 
hundreds of cases be quotes, I can follow hia 
argument, and I believe he will go further, In 
my long course of slow, humble experiments I 
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have experienced no “pain” in advancing to- 
wards faith in survival. [ Aare found very preat 
difficulty in believing that, through my pencil or 
the ouija board, I am actualiy in communication 
with the dead. It bas taken me twelve yeare to 
arrive at a Stage when, reviewing my own work, 
I can see that it is of some teal value, Until a 
masa of evidence has been piled up, there is little 
OF 00 Use in applying criticism te any paychic 
pubject. A few cases teach us nothing and prove 
as little. 

Those who bebeve in annihilation are among 
the credolous; they have fixed a dogma for them- 
selves on very slight grounds, so far as we can 
see, and every day, I think, will lessen their oum- 
bers. I waa never one of them, so naturally I 
fail to understand their attitude Neither can 1 
mnderstand the attitude of those who accept all 
the vapid messages we get from what they call 
"the other side.” Professor Richet says that we 
cannot Peete survival, and I think he is right. 
What we car do is to review aur evidence fairly 
and without prejudice; thus each of us can come 
to kis awn conelusions. This is demanding & 
@teat deai, for prejudices are deeply rooted com- 
plexes in the sub-consciouaness, which have such 
a firm hold that we cannot consciously shake 
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them off. Granting that we have a mass of 
evidence befote us, how should we deal with it? 
The only really satisfactory method is to make 
our own results; in other words, to arrive at 
them through our own experiments, We cannot 
alt de this; many of us must take the word of 
those who have had the power to act 4s mediums, 
even in a small way, aod who have devoted a 
great deal of time for a number of years in order 
to evolve some theory on the subject. 

Proof of survival varies with the minds of 
individuals. I meet a great many people whe are 
most anxious to get in touch with the dead; the 
proois they desire might be placed roughly into 
two classes. They demand either messages of 
an emotional nature, of a timber of small and 
unimportant details conntcted with the supposed 
conmounicator's earth life. Few are interested 
in allowing an entire personality to reconstruct 
itself slowly through the medium. Of course the 
ideal should be to combine an accurate memory 
of the earth life with the mentality that we were 
familiar with and through a number of sittings 
to heap up evidence that the personality survives. 
These ideal proois, however, are very rare; we 
generally get a few small details of the earth life 
or a number of rather vapid messages of a con- 
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soling order from our mediums. Now, if I may 
express an opinion on such an eotirely meta- 
physical point a5 to the value of these messages, 
T should sey thet the recollection of small details 
of the existence on earth constitutes, by itself, but 
a very impertect proof of continued personality. 
Sail less does evidence such as he Times 
“tests,” which, though of enormous value as 
proving Professor Richet’s theory of ctyptes- 
thesia and of very grent interest, geem to me to 
be iudicrous ag evidence of an after life. In 
Professor Richei’s words, I feel that spirit inter- 
vention 1s superflucus here, unless it is ascribed 
to the mysterious entity which we call the “ spirit 
guide.” Tf I were at the telephone, amxiousiy 
trying to prove my identity to some near friend 
or télative, I would scarcely be inclined to tell 
him that the shop window round the corner was 
broken or that in Tae Temes of to-morrow mori- 
ing he would see on the third column, near the 
bottom of the page, the name of some place 
where he and I had stayed, or of some person we 
had met, Ji seems to mé, looking at it from the 
rational point of view, that this would be outside 
probability, Weither do I take it as a proof of 
survival that the dead are supposed to be occu- 
pied in superiotending the business affairs of the 
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living. [tis inconceivable that 3 discarnate mind 
ran trouble itself about the investment of money, 
the terms of a lease, the taking of a house, etc. 
Indeed, accuracy in giving names of people and 
places is no proof either. These can all come 
through super-normal cognition of the medium 
or through the “guide.” Yet these are the re- 
sults which convince many persons. To me, even 
the emotional or sentimental message, if char- 
acteristic, ig worth more than this. All these 
gases fo which I have alluded are of more value 
to the student of psychology than any evidence 
of the after life which we can offer him, aod be 
will do well to devote time and trouble to the 
study of guch surprising phenomena; bit, te my 
thinking, he need not connect this type of evi- 
dence with the discarnate spirit of any dead 
person. 

Tf T were asked, then, to state what I consider 
proof of an aiter life, I should reply reconstrac- 
ton of personality. Lf we ever really attain to 
this it cannot be ascribed to cryptesthesia from 
the medium. If, in twelve sittings with X, F 
em satished that I have been in touch with my 
father’s personality, if his train of thought and 
ideas have been reconstructed and the style of his 
conversation preaerved, I have a more definite 
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proof that bis mind is still alive than if he told 
me I ought to invest £100, which I heppen to 
have at hand, in war bonds, or that I should see 
a sentence ina certain position, oo a certain date 
it The Temes, 20 whoch the word Cork woukl 
occur, which is the name of the town in which be 
was borm, The reconstruction of personality 
coming through a medium, who had not known 
my father, would reguire powers quite beyond 
the scope of Professor Richet's cryptesthesia It 
would require sustained powers, lasting through 
many sittings, Hf the subtleties of the humana 
und were reveried, The proof we demand is 
that sand survives: small details could at best be 
merely an indication that somehow a memory 
remained. Ii, however, we believe that inani- 
mate objects retain memories, which I consider 
an indisputable fact, as I have proved it through 
dozens of experimenis, then it seems possible 
thet any person who retains memories may con- 
yey them to the medium telepathically, or that 
eryptesthesiq may be aroused. Tifling details 
do not necessarily indirate that a discarmate 
personality is there, 

Sir Hugh Lane spoke to Mr Lennox Robinson 
and me on the evening ob which the sews of the 
jogs of the Lusitania reached Drublin, and before 
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either of us knew he was on board the wrecked 
wessel That message was, in a sense, yery coi 
vincing, although some of the details given were 
incorrect. I confess it did not convince me. A 
good deal of what came through was personal 
and could haye been constructed by our sub 
conscious tainds. The subsequent sittings, how- 
ever, shook tay faith in the worthlessness of this 
first message. At every sitting for months aiter- 
wards, Str Hugh came presstog through impetu- 
ously with messages about the returo of biz pic- 
tures {oow in the London Naiienal Gallery) te 
Dublin, Again, I could have constructed the 
matter, but the manner of the communication 
and the character were so definitely Sir Hugh's 
that I have now no doubt that he swryives, some- 
where, somehow | 

I have tried to explain what I consider the 
ooly logical method of criticising evidence of 
human sutvival, aud if we analyse the cases 
which have been made public we shall find that 
very few of them are reconstructions of person- 
ality, atid of course much of the evidence is of 
such a private and personal nature that the pub 
lic is unable to follow iL Some communications 
from celebrated persons have a tinge of what we 
might expect, but I have net came across any- 
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thing really valuable in this line. And yet it 
should be very much easier to reconstruct a pub- 
lie character if the sub-conscious mind is capable 
of reproducing personality. In Professor 
Richet'’s book he quotes several extracts from 
communications of supposed celebrities, and in 
reading them I felt he was justified in attribut- 
ing them to the subconscious mind. They 
seemed hardly more than conscious plagiarism. 

The case of Oscar Wilde differs, I think, from 
those quoted by Profesacr Richet. Char script ig 
long and continuous; the same pergonality is 
there from heginning to end; a personality which 
is unmistakable, with which we are familiar to 
an utusual extent because of the strange vicisai- 
tudes of his career. Wie have three separate 
proois in this script of the identity of our com- 
municator. First, similar handwriting; secondly, 
his style, or rather bis two styles, and thirdly, his 
ideas; bis mind, in other words. 

If we had this handwriting alone, it would be 
very curious and interesting, because here many 
ef the characteristics of Oscar Wilde's writing 
are to be found, and his was no ordinary hand 
which could easily be imitated. Tt has all the flow 
and irregularity characteristic of the artist. Of 
course if this bad been our only proof it should 
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of micessity be attributed te sub-comsciotia 
memory. Even ii a vague resemblance of style 
were added, we should still reject it as 2 proof 
of survival, What we demand is that, added to 
this handwriting, there should be the style off 
Wilde's writings, and, above all, the mind behind 
it Now, if we analyse these scripts I think we 
shall find that we have one of the rare cases 
where evidence can be said to be complete. Let 
us imagine that in the Unseen, Oscar Wilde is 
tnaking an attempt to convince us that he is still 
alive. He seizes the pencil froto another writer 
at the mention of the word Lily and proteeds to 
Five us a proof of his existence by an essay, in 
which he continually inserts passages which 
rught remind ui of his work. He 15 naturally 
rather annoyed with moe when | interrupt him and 
ask questions; he is only experimenting with his 
mediums and finds them clumsy tools at first. He 
is not thinking of repreducing bis style at its 
best, he is anxious to force his identity on its. 
At the second sitting, he has realised how ditt- 
cult it is to convince those who are still alive; he 
therefore finds in the Society for Paychical 
Research, that society of “magnificent doubters,” 
a fine opportunity. He ia in the same position 
over there ag we are here; why should he not 
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found a “ Society of Superannuated Shades “ for 
the investigation of the living. Who but Oscar 
Wilde could have written this little message; he 
cannot be said to have lost his sense of bumour in 
the twilight. In the literary talks, again we have 
all the characteristics of Wilde's mind. His play 
of words on the ideas of others is a game which 
he finds irresistible. He shoots out his remarks 
without any feeling of veneration for his literary 
brethren; these impish phrases trip off his tongue, 
grazing the surface of things; even here be is 
not occupied so ouch with the writers he is criii- 
cising aa with bis power to dock them off with 
a few well-selected words. 

The spiritist should be interested by some 
ideas in the oulja script of the lite beyond, which 
are, J think, unusual, J] bave pot come across 
then myself before. The nakedness of mind, of 
which I have previously spoken, ig new to me, 
also the fluld mental conditions, which Wilde 
does not explain, are unlike what we meet with in 
the usual automatic message. On what plane or 
sphere are we cast into twilight, shot away from 
light and beauty and given doll and monotonous 
tasks to perform? We may well ask who this 
further punishment fas been inflicted on a soul 
who bas suffered 90 deeply in bis earth life. We 
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can only speculate. Perhaps through his too 
highly developed senses, Wilde failed to reach 
his spiritual part except during those dreadful 
years in prison when he realised for the first 
time what the beauty of sorrow meant. His 
spirit may have found expression for the first 
time within the walls af his cell; it may have 
owed its birth to misfortune. Two years are a 
short time out of prison, a long time there, The 
spirit of Osear Wilde lett Reading Gaol an in- 
fant: an infant proud and plad of its birth, if we 
are to take "De Profundis” as a sincere ex- 
pression of Wilde's feelings. It left its sterile 
nursery to face a bitter wind of scorn and dis- 
appointment and to realise the supreme misery 
of mental impotence. Poverty of mind, added to 
poverty of the material things that had made lite 
a too heavily scented garden, drove poor Wilde 
towerds a new weakness, the drowning of mental 
sterility with the angsthetic of drink. He felt 
instinctively that he had come to the end of every- 
thing; his wife and children, social position, 
property, good mame and most of his friends 
were gone, When the door of bis prison opened 
for him at last, he looked forward to shelter from 
the few faithful friends who had still the cour- 
ape to be seen in his company; aod he believed 
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that a fresh spring of literary work, prowing cut 
of the birth of the epirit, which bad come to him 
through bis fall, was to be his. He found the 
bread he had to earn, “ salt" indeed; the earning 
of it more irksome when be discovered that an 
intellectual winter was upon him, The infant 
spirit shivered and sank away once more. 

We, who are bumag, can hardiy blame poor 
Wilde because weakness overtock him a second 
time; the mora] strength was got there, that was 
all. We make our own fate perbeps, or perhaps 
it is shaped for us through our degree of spiritual 
development. If Wilde had artived at a surfer 
reahsation of his spirit, a glimpse of which he 
caught in Reading Gacl, he might have passed 
into @ more serene light than most of us, when 
he put off the garment of his body. As it is he 
has been cast again into twilight and it is inf- 
nitely pathetic to find that be still cries for 
objective beauty, 

He speaks of the wonderful revelation that 
came to hum in prison; there be was able to throw 
off bis body and set jus mind iree, now there is 
no body to escape from; he ig fluid mind and 
nothing more. He knows his term of dimness 
will be lonp, but he will rise again as the “ wheel ” 
revolves; that certainty is given bim that he may 
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endure. In lus earth life he experienced more 
good and evil than the average human being; 
more evil than good, unfortunately. Now he 
roust complete that experience and pierce to the 
innermost retreats of good and el The dim- 
ness in which be withers is not the dimness of his 
cell, for now he has the power of " knowledge 
such as ali the justice that has tortured the poor 
world since it was born cannot attain.” 

If we are to believe in the sincerity of the 
Wilde of * De Profundis,” we may recall what 
he says of humility, ‘ Humility in the artist ig 
the frank acceptance of all experiences, just as 
love in the artist is Simply the sens of beauty 
that reveals to the world its body and soul.” I 
fear the Wilde of these scripts has scarcely 
attained to humility in the sense he uses the word 
bere, All through, even in speaking his spiritual 
revelations in prison, there is a loud note of 
égcism and hauteur. He has oot “ frankly 
accepted experiences,” they have been forced 
upon him; he has revolted against them and still 
is revolting. He is not meekly accepting his 
place of dimness. “ Pity Oscar Wilde,” he says, 
* one who in the world was a king of ie. Bound 
te Ixion's wheel of thought I must complete for 
ever the circle of my experience.” He uses the 
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same simile when in, "De Profundis,” he speaks 
of sorrow: “ Before sorrow had made my days 
her own and bound me to her wheel, etc.” 
" Justice," be says, “is the corapletion of experi- 
ence, nothing more.” Human justice, according 
to Wilde, Js merely the storing up of remorse 
which ig anguigh mote acute than human beings 
can attain to. To torture your fellows as a bene 
diction secures you this remorse at the other 
aide. 

We cannot hope that the author of “ De Pre- 
fimdig " has remained even on the shoulder of 
the mountain to which he had climbed towards 
the end of his time in gacl, It is twenty-three 
years since be died in sordid poverty and de- 
ataded by drink, and he still bemoans his con- 
dition. He knows his term will be long; perhaps 
he has not realised fumility of love as he has 
explained them in bis moment of vision. 

Through this chapter J have spoken as ii I 
were entirely convinced of human survival. I 
can say sincerely that oo case [have come across 
has done so much for my belief in the apiritist 
theory, ag this of Gscar Wilde. Hitherto I have 
felt, and indeed I still feel, that the work of Mr 
Bligh Bond at Glastonbury is the most interest- 
ing page in the book of Psychical Research. We 
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cannot, however, take the Glastonbury scripts as 
a proof of human survival. We might describe 
thetn better as the most overwhelming cases of 
cryptesthesia in existence and further, cryptes- 
thesia in four different persons, wholly wncon- 
mected with «ach other, concerning the same 
subject. It certainly provea the survival of 
memories, but tt can scarcely be described as 
proving the survival of personality, 

This cast appeals ta me because of its com- 
pleteness, My critics will no doubt attack it from 
the literary standpoint and prove epaic that the 
dead Wilde is vastly inferior to the living Wilde. 
These literary critics will not take our difficulties 
inta consideration; they will probably be preju- 
diced in spite of themselves against the improb- 
abdity of my tale. The spiritualists aod students 

-of metapapchics will merely differ io their ex- 
planations of results. The script should appeal to 
all who take any interest in peychic phenomena. 

If Oscar Wilde from the twilight realises that 
he is the subject of disctssion once more it nist 
afford him some amusement that he, who i now 
a fluid mind, cao st] make his bow to the public. 
He will oo doubt find entertainment if he can 
“leap into the minds” of my critica; and, if I 
give him a sitting at the outja board, I am sure 
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he will be ready to amswer them. For I am 
almost tempted ta believe that the soul and mind 
of Oscar Wilde still live and will continue to 
develop, until, having plerced to the innermost 
retreats of good and evil, he rises again to 
ecstasy. 
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It is time that I drop the role of lecturer on 
psychic phenomena and put myself into the posi- 
tion of those tc whom the terma automatic writ- 
ing, ouija board, sub-conscious and cryptesthesia 
mean little or nothing, but in whom the fact that 
we seem to be talking again to so prominent a 
figure as Oscar Wilde is an adventure which 
arouses surprise and interest. When portions of 
these scripts appeared in the Daily News, the 
Ocenl Review, ete. [ was infinitely arsed at 
the diversity of criticism which they brought 
forth. Our first critic, Mr Joho Drinkwater, 
who “was interviewed" by the Heekly De- 
spatch, frankly confessed that he was entirely 
out of touch with the psychic side of the matter, 
but frou: the literary standpoint be did not con- 
sider the style convincing. He cited various ex- 
pressions which were “not like" Wilde, notably 
the «cruel manner in which he describes the 
modern woman as “a wart on the nose of an 
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inebriate ” and dismisses the wiitings of the 
Siewells by stating that he does aot spend his 
“precious Hours in catching tadpoles.” These 
expressions, Mr Drinkwater says, are * crude.” 
He cites Wilde’g horror of anything unpleasant; 
the horror with which he was ingpired by seeing 
a Tian with toothache for instance. Te suggests 
that the real Oscar would be incapable of speak- 
ing of anything as painful as a wart. I admit 
that this case is so surprising that if one is 
suddenly “interviewed” it ig probably very 
dificult to criticise the writings ef a discarmate 
spirit whe is speaking from the “ pwilight.” My 
reply is that Wilde's feeling for what is ugly and 
painful altered after his prison experience. He 
probably had not prepared these discourses, and, 
even in his best period, it is possible that 2 crude 
expression may have escaped him now and then, 
especially in comvergation. For instance, being 
tapped on the showlder by an acquaintance, with 
the remark, “ ‘Wilde, you are getting fatter and 
fatter,” his retort was: “Yes, and you are get- 
ting ruder and ruder.” Would Mr Drinkwater 
consider that « very subtle reply? Other ontics 
have expressed the opinion that Wilde “has not 
improved in the process of dying,” a3 he says of 
his mother, Lady Wilde, His wit is “ tarnished” 
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since be “ passed over.” Do we then expect our 
shades to “smarten up” in the Beyond? The 
pathetic part of it is that poor Oscar agrees with 
these critics; he moans over his mouldy state and 
cites Hamlet's remarks to his father, when he 
calls him “old mole,” as a cose in which the 
Society for Psychical Research should take an 
interest. In one rather long article we are 
accused of raising a“' dreary” shade. Now why 
Bre we expected ta provide a joviai ghost, when 
we consider poor Oscar Wilde's career? It is 
supprested that we should let the dead rest, that 
having been exhumed was bad enough for the 
poor poet and that I add insult to injury by haul- 
ing him back from Hades. The fact, however, 
is that poor Oscar forced his company oo Mr ¥ 
and myself. He seized the pencil from another 
communicator and has beld on firmly to it ever 
since, He bas insisted on speaking to the world 
aguin, It seems to afford him a little relaxation: 
why should I refuse it? Lf it relieves him to let 
Hy hig bitter shafts of wit once more, I feel, in 
mere courtesy, 1 must permit him to relieve his 
mind. 

That frst little essay, written probzbly to 
convinee hia mediums, is almost the only 
ease in which Wilde has lodulged in what are 
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practically quotations from his works. Lf he has 
failed to select his words as happily as he wsed, 
we must allow for distinctly trying cireum- 
stances, He pushes in on our sitting, I am taken 
by surprise and I continually interrupt his flow 
of language with annoying questions, He even 
complains of finding unsuitable words in his 
medium’s mind; the only simile he can seize on to 
describe the moon is a “great golden cheese.” 
He can’t bear this and writes, "stop, stop, stop, 
stop, you write like a successful procer, etc,” 

The next time we sat Wilde was determined to 
let Ay at something. He dropped bis pathetic 
tone and nosed the Society for Psychical Research 
as a means of expressing his indipnation at my 
having questioned his identity. Really this script 
cannot be described as the work of a dreary 
ghost. Are there many persons in the literary 
world to-day who could improve on the discar- 
nate Wilde's wit when he speaks of the “ Society 
of Superannuated Shades "7 

Then, quite uninvited, he begins to criticise 
modern authors. He prefaces his first criticism 
by another appeal to our pity. There is real 
pathos in bis description of the chances that 
offered themselves to him from time to time to 
see the world again. It is a fantastic idea and 
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quite characteristic of its supposed author, [ 
think, He says: “In this way I have dipped 
into the works of some of your modern novel- 
ists." These criticisms are all written, it must be 
remembered, from the standpoint of thirty-five 
years ago, for, though Wilde may have tasted 
moalern literature, he can hardly be expected ta 
have moved with the times. This “ age of rasp” 
14 a positive pain to the Apostle of Beauty, he is 
glad to have escaped it, “In your time the main 
endeavour of the so-called artist is to torture the 
aenses. . . . Pain is the only quality which is 
45sential to any literary work of the present 
day.” .. . It is irom that angle he speaks of 
Wells, Bennett, Philpotts, and Joyce His other 
criticisms are levelled at Shaw, Hardy, Meredith, 
George Moore and Gelaworthy. ‘The latter is 
the only author who escapes lightly. <All the 
others, even those who were practically his con- 
temporaries, come in for a share of pepper irom 
Wilde's caustic tongue. The note of a colossal 
egotism is prominent in all these scripts, it never 
varies, When he speaks of his prison life tt ts 
positively shameless: "I was a fallen God, a 
fallen King,” etc. He views his brothers mm 
literature with a certain jezlousy, I fear, His fall 
and the bitter and cruel misery of his last years 
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appear to have gent him on to further miserjes. 
His literary career stopped dead three years be- 
fore he died himself; it was shart, and fame hag 
come to him, as to many others, after he passed 
inte twilight, He speaks of “ having conquered 
London, partly by his “supposed crime.’ Wilde 
Was oot a great writer and his work might 
possibly have attracted less attention if he bad 
gone down to posterity as a fashionable poseur. 
Jt 15 true that bis life in prison brought cut a 
side of tim which otherwise would probably 
never have seen the light. In fact the disripline 
of gaol beld down hia baser nature for a time and 
gave uz “De Profundis” afterwards and the 
“ Ballad of Reading Gaol” 

J feel it ig quite natural that Wilde should be 
revolted by a work like “ Ulysses.” It is entirely 
out of harmony with his time and ideas, He 
might easily fail to see what the admirera of 
Joyce call the “ vastness of the book.” It is com- 
pletely ugly; that is enough, Hig horror of prob- 
ing inta the “inside” of a human being would 
naturally be aroused by a book which, I believe, 
Practically deals with nothing else. 

T am not altogether surprised that Galsworthy 
appeals to Wilde. There is little real kinship 
between these two, but it is true that Galsworthy, 
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in a different sense from Wilde, deals with the 
surface of socia) life; that his feeling for form 
is fine and that his sense of selection is often 
exquisite. (Galaworthy, however, tises the sur- 
face of society as a medium through which he 
expresses intense emotions, emotions which 
cometines tend to become sentimental, Wilde 
never roses our ¢motions, he certainly cannot . 
be accused of being a senumental writer, he 
never pets the full value owt of a moving situa- 
tion, be is too deeply interested in the “ human 
pattern,” as he calls it, ta worry about such 
futilities as joys and sorrows. 

The pibes thrown at George Meredith were 
surely flung off in an airy fashion. Oscar Wilde 
was in reality a preat admirer of Meredith, and 
ii he cracks a joke at his involved sentences he 
bas the later works in mind, which perhaps de 
serve chastisement. No one can deny that im 
“One of Quer Conquerors” words are inclined 
to occupy the reader go fully that ideas do per- 
haps retreat inte the distance, The effort ta un- 
wind the “plait” certainly requires strenuous 
effort. 

In his criticism of George Moore, Wilde dwells 
on the even flow of his prose, suggestiog that 
Moore holds bis tenders rather through style 
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than through the clear-cut personality of his 
characters, [tis true that Wilde and Moore are 
opposites, both perhaps more fully occupied in 
usipg the English language than in introducing 
us to a fresh series of acgtuaintatices, Wilde 
rust, of necessity, feel Moore dim; their 
mediums of expression are far apart. The pastel 
artist produces his effects less emphatically than 
the painter who uses colour boidly. 

In several of the onija scripts, Wilde speaks 
to us about his own “ play-making.” He dwells 
on the idea of " pattern,” a pattern woven, not 
from words a5 in his poems, but from humanity 
as it presented itself on the surface of London 
society. “Tt geemed to me we weed te get more 
from each other by accepting the outside than by 
probing the mtestines.” It is interesting to com- 
pare this determination to rémain on the surface 
ef things with his change of thought in “ De 
Profundis.” “ The external things of life seem 
to me now of no importance at all. Nothing 
sections to toe of the smallest value except what 
one pets ont of oneself.” In speakgog of bis own 
plays in the seript he says again: “ [ had a ditter- 
ent thought from my fellows when my plays were 
Shaped and consequentiy [ cannot absorb their 
attitude to the stage.” And further: “I have 
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neyer swerved from my ideas. I have served the 
theatre in my own way and from my own stand- 
point I succeeded,” 

Wre pass on to Wilde's memories of bus suffer- 
ings if prison. I rather hesitated to ask him 
about that time, bet to my surprise he seemed 
eager and willing to talk of it. In reading this 
script it must be borae in sund that I had not 
read “De Profundis" for over twenty years. 
Wilde as he was when he left prison was not the 
Wilde who played with the “ surface of society," 
the * flaneur," as he calls himself, He bad learnt 
the value of humility and love, and was, as he 
says, a richer man after he had come to realise 
the sacredness of sotrow. Ffls Hite, after he left 
Faol, was more tragic perhaps than while he was 
there. His present condition seems a continued 
tragedy. It is painful to feel that after twenty- 
three years he is still without the beauty and sun- 
light for which he thirsts. Yet be has the 
certainty, which few of us have here, that his 
state is temporary; that he will achieve again 
all and more than he possegged in his earth 
life. 

To criticising these writings it must be remen- 
bered that between the Wilde of the nineties and 
the Wilde of 1923, tro great gulfs are fired. 
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The gulf of his imprigonment and the gulf of his 
death. It cannot reasonably be expected that he 
is uochanged since he wrote “ Intentions" and 
“The Importance of Being Earnest,” In his 
letter to Robert Ross with instructions regarding 
the publication of “ De Profundis,” Wilde says : 
“Of course I need oot tetoind you how fluid a 
thing thenght is with me—with us all—and of 
what an evanescent substance are our emotions 
made.” Here again we fod the idea of “ fluid 
mind,” which came through at the sitting at 
André Gide's and again to me several times at 
the auifa board, before I knew he had used the 
expression before. 

In the automatic writing which followed on 
the script sbout bis prison life, Wilde begins with 
a quotation from “ De Profundis,” “ Society sent 
me io prison,” and again he quotes from it when 
he gays, spenking of the bread be was forced to 
earn, “iike Dante, how salt the bread when I 
found it.” This seript is completely ciear and 
logical from begioning te end. The astronomical 
knowledge displayed bere is merely used as illus- 
tration and does not in any way detract from the 
characteristic turn of the sentence or the appli- 
cation of ideas, which are more in the style of 
“ De Profundis” than his earlier works. 
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Let ws for a moment try to imagine the present 
pesition of Oscar Wilde, allowing it is be who 
writes these messages. He has suddenly found 
a means of speaking to the world again after 
twenty-three years’ silence. His mediums are, of 
course, a matter of indifference ta him, he merely 
wamts ta make use of any possible instrument, 
Tt would be futile to speculate as to how or why 
he discovered us. The word Lily is written: 
Wilde seizes the pencil; the emblem of the 
aesthetic movement gives him bis opportunity. 
“ Noe, the jily is mine, pot hig," he writes. When 
I have identified him he quotes from “De Pro- 
foods.” * Twilight in omy cell and terlight in 
my heart.” As he poes on be reminds ws of 
* Intentions” and * De Profuodis."” In “ Inten- 
tions" we have “ The white feet of the Muses 
broshed the dew from the anemones in the 
morting.” In our first script, “ Her white feet 
brush the dew from the cowslips in the morn- 
ing." In “ De Profundis" the passage occirs: 
* There is not a single colour hidden away in the 
chalice of a flower or the curve of a shell to 
which, by some subtle sympathy with the very 
soul of things my mature does not answer.” In 
the automatic writing we Gnd, “There was not 
a blood stripe on a tulip or 2 curve on a shell or 
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a tone op the sea, but had for me its meaning and 
its mystery aod its appeal to the imagination.” 
If any of us had spent twenty-three years in 
a distant country, and, during that time, bad 
neither visited nor written to our own land, we 
tomld scatcely be expected to preserve our 
memories of it intact, mor could our friends ex- 
pect us to return completely unchanged and as 
we were in our prime, Oscar says he is more 
alive than we are, in apite of the fact that he is 
confined 12a dim Hades, J disagree with one of 
our critics, who says that the first script is the 
ghost of Oscar's style as weil as of his personality, 
T quite understand the difficulty presented to the 
lay mind by phenomena professing to come from 
the dead. To them the dead are dead in every 
gense. There may be a vague rebgious faith in 
the hereafter deep in the gub-comecious mind, but 
when it comes to accepting an actual personality 
which does not approach us with any of the 
orthodox ideas oi the Beyond it seems too pre- 
posterous and our criticism of evidence is, very 
naturally, highly prejudiced. Yet, in ail the 
notices of our seript, it is admitted that these 
communications are oot of the order which is 
generally offered us from the other side. No one 
can deny that this discarnate Wilde has pre- 
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served hig sense of humour. He regards hig 
present state as in some ways inconvenient and 
amusing. Poor Wilde, who loved bis outward 
appearance; to whom costume meant so much; 
suffered intensely from the hideous garb he was 
forced to wear in gaol. He speaks of the gro- 
tesqueness of his garments more than once io 
“De Profundis,” especially on that most degrad- 
ing occasion when, for half an hour, be stood on 
the platform at Clapham Junction in prison dress 
and handcuffed, the target of a jeering crowd. 
Now he speaks with regret of that garment 
which we call a body, It served, whether foul 
or fair, to fiz certain reserves between us and 
our fellows. He is bored by the continual sight 
of the ideas of other persons. “ They grow stale 
and one tires of them,” he says. I admit this is 
ao appalling suggestion. It would rob us of half 
the mystery and adventure of life if we could 
take the entire measure of every human being 
we met Wilde's boredom continues apparently. 
Probably the only part of his life in which there 
was no boredom was his tume in prison. There 
his soul must have been so racked with surprise, 
remorse, despair and indignation, so vitalised that 
he can hardly have felt ennui which always bung 
about him in his days of freedom. If we are 
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to take any of the information which reaches us 
from the “Beyond” seriously, what seems ta 
delay progress here, and there also, i5 a clinging 
to tiaterial things; worship of beauty in the sense 
that Wilde worshipped it. There the beauty 
which is given outwards from the spirit is of 
supreme value, what is received through the 
genges seenis gctually to drove the spirit back- 
wards. The author of “ De Profundis,” had he 
dted in gaol, would perhapa have escaped the 
terilight in which he suffers now. 

T should like to make it quite clear that the 
speed of both the writing and auija commnunica- 
tions wes tremendous. I already mentioned that 
io one instance 7O0 words were written in about 
an hour and a quarter. This essay is a long and 
logical argument As regards the onija board 
messages, it was dificult to keep up with them 
even in shorthand: the traveller Aew from 
letter to letter with lightoing speed at the rate 
of 60 to 70 words per mioite. Ii we 
regard the scripts as 4 case of sub-conscicus imi- 
tation, it is interesting to note that style and 
handwriting were sustained through hundreds 
od pages at this pace. 

All things considered, I fee] we may discuss 
the authorship of these writing from any poimt 
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of view without being considered absurd. In 
most cases it is very difficult to present auto 
Matic seript to the public, hut here, when to the 
style and humour we add the handwtiting, there 
seems Teagonable ground to admit the possibility 
that we are agein in touch with Oscar Wilde. 
We find traces of the author of “ De Profandis" 
and also of “ The importance of Being Ernest," 
we find the epcism, the cynical smile, eveo the 
paradox in which he delighted, 

Tam sorry that the subjects spoken of are 50 
seatiered. Inthe automatic writing, Wilde chose 
them bimeelf. At the frst Gro sittiogs he seemed 
to exhaust the power in his mediums very rapidly. 
There was a pause, and when the pencil moved 
again an entirely different theme was chosen, 
The later writings have been longer and more 
continuons. In the ouija work, I suggested sub- 
jects, a3 a rule. IT asked a queation and it was 
promptly followed up. 

T value the opinions of those who ere not con- 
versant with psychic subjects, alee those of per- 
sons who, lke myself, have studied mental 
mediomehip. Hoth can help us from entirely 
different standpoints, The literary criti¢s mutst 
make allowance for the difficulties in automatic 
communication and also for the fact that Oscar 
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Wide has passed on to new conditions. They 
must not demand exactly the mind they are 
familiar with. From the psychic point of view 
these scripts must be of value whether they are 
considered to arise from the subconscious or to 
be a proof of survival Their value from the 
literary point of view 18 quite another matter. 
I sincerely hope that oo prejudice against the 
method by which they came will injure their 
chances of having a fair hearing. 

A literary ghost is, I think, 4 new departure 
in the psychic world, Messages from the dead 
are usually very vague as to work and interests 
on the other side. Osear Wilde may be occupy- 
ing fits time with * what is little better than pick- 
ing oakum in gacl," bot his keen enjoyment of 
ideas seems the same as ever, He is certainly 
Jess changed by the" process of dying ” than any 
other ghost I have come across so far. 

I have endeavoured fo analyse these writings 
honestly, [am convinced that they are worthy 
of investigation. They are certainly ao to those 
who are interested in proof or disproof of aur- 
vival, and they may be useful also to the faith- 
ful: those who have accepted the fospel of 
annihilation. For them Oscar Wilde's returo 
can be regarded as a fresh proof of the credulity 
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of even intelligent persons. The theosophist will 
fall in with us, I think, for here we have evidence 
of the punishment that awaits our astral part 
The spiritualist will add 4 very important addi- 
tion to what confirms his faith; be can hardly 
produce a more definite instance of continued 
personality than what is before us. 

Lhepe that Oscar, 10 his state of twilight, may 
be comforted if he realises that some o¢ 8 are 
conscious he still exists. He may give ts further 
evidence that he is still a living mind. EH so, [ 
shall peablish a sequel te this book, He is still 
quite willing to talk and write. He has suppested 
that ke ig in a position to resume gome of his 
literary work again; but, knowing as I do the 
difficulties and uncertainty of atitomatian, I dare 
not promise anything deinite, 
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These commumcanangs came through from time te 
Hime since the first batch of scripta went into press. I 
add them, alihowgh they are slight, as I think the ideas 
very charactenate of Wiide. The cripemm of the pro 
duction of “ The Importance of Being Earnest,” at the 
Haymarket, 15 reprinted from The Senday Baxpress 
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Resemrrer Fao “Tee Sunnar Exrenss * 


Mrz T.5.—tIs that Oscar Wilde? 

O.W.—Yes: why doubt my identity, dear lady, before 
T heve spoken even a doubtfl word* 

Mrs T.5.—Did you come with me to the Haymarket 
Theatre to see “The Importance of Boing Earnest " last 
Thursday * 

OW —It was @ tiest amusing experience. I looked 
through your eres and saw my children again, and 
reglised Jor Che Erat pias chat they Were Merely manent 
ettes, not human bemgs, You, who have an idea of what 
the value of humoyr 1s, could hardly grasp, as I sould, 
the atttade of the amcbenee that mght. T wag pleased to 
oote in thor laughter a feeling that, after all, although 
be had made rustakes no bis bic, he ¢ould sull entertain 
T could see a slightly contemptuous colour in these coms. 
They felt that he was a shade démodé, but they locked 
on him ap a cure worthy of a dark comer in the drawing- 
TOOML, 

The spectacle presented tg me through your eyes was 
véty coierent from the productions of my tune =I bad, 
of course, bo guperittend my own rehearsals, tore 
eepecially because the balance of my plays waa $0 delicate, 
And even in those days, when my ideas had all their 
reality and freshness, there wag cofficulty te unpressing 
the players with my own conception of these characters 
For, although ag I aid, they seetued bo tne to have the 
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quality of mariposttes, J wtended them io represent the 
actual oatward, gurface, shghtly magodted, of the various 
ingredients that made up the somal patter of my me, 
Hore, I fear, 1 was mistaken, In “ The [iportance of 
Beg Earnest" I had untended to overstep all possible 
linuts and present ao coorely oorea! problem to the pablie, 
But I never unteoded my play to be taken a9 a farce. 

That mght I saw the producer's theught. He had 
evidently the conception that the play shoukd be omart- 
ened for the modem stage, and be bas my entire py 
pathy bere. For my prestotaboo wes probabh too 
preposterous for an age of réalieot He bas done ing 
work competeotiy, oo doubt. But I oust speak to the 
Players amply, and ask them to remodel thelr work a 
Jitde, on deference to the author's wishes, 

First, pleage ask Mir Worthing to step up io me and 
Nisten to toy criftcisms of his performance, Worthing 
takes humaclé perfectly scrously, of coor, bot be dots 
mot try to force that feeling on hog antence. He does not 
Gli the cetitre of the dtage with solemn pompocnty; mither, 
be imbues the public with fis own inward sncenty. Ask 
the grotlémtan who plays Worthing to feel the part 4 
lithe, mot to def it quite 60 arducusly. 

For Algerpon [ have a dincere adtmiration, but let him 
fake into consideration the fact that he ia mot a pere lay 
figure. He utters bis words asf he were the doll uscd 
by a ventriloquist. Ask him, please, to modify his volte 
a Hitde, amd also to modify hig general behaviour, He 
BCCI to me to move on hinges 

Gwendolen ig fairty satisfactory. She gives me the 
impression of having played the first act with great care 
and precision, but 29 ghe guce oa, 2 delicate Giminuendo 
brings her to teta) blankness at the cod. Urge the lady 
to keep her mentelity on the alert until the play is ended. 
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Mra T.5.—What aboot Lady Bracknell? 

OW She us oct exactly the dame of the “Hinctire 
The dame of that penod certaaly oupit hare bad sxc 
mamcnems, but what really entertained uy in her was 
her coroplete fauth in her own uocerity. Now this lady 
who plays her, it absolutely convmced of ber of inst 
centy. Thin ia ao obvious that it fails to amuse me. T 
should be amused by the chuld of my own bri: but 
bera os only a pose whoch ig feeble in the interpretation 
of this part of my pattern, 

To onto, I thonk car Lttle Cicely is cacellent IF 
hiked her, and more especially her intonation. She need 
ox gpeak po defintely to the audience. That seem to 
mee, even fren coy ovo démodd standpoint, = trustake. 
For yout young girl should held all her mpudknee of 
fod with o certam bypecray which is only seemby in 
a iden, 

T think my pleasant rector wag pot a horny person. 
He was, oo the contrary, stiocth and well Idong, J frel 
that the right mote has oot been mruck bere, He is far 
ton angular. Tt is just the smoothness of glommed milk 
that is required m him. Be does oot achieve it. 

Bhés Posm wad quite agretable to me. I thok she 
got my idez better than the others. 7 felt she had been 
memoriging my hoes with an inward appreciation of my 
jotentions. J} should like to tell the Lady thus, for I feel 
grateful to ber. (Ce is 80 sekdom taken with tnder- 
standing. 

The costumes do not matter mach. I should certainly 
Tike my own pericd better. But uncombtedly that is a 
prefndice mith which it wotdd be foolah to comply. 

The author ia tery efateful te the manegement and 
cast for potting Ina poor ideas agwo before the public. 
He Gnds it didticult to enter into the present time. But 
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ad far ae ite is permutted io see the Haymarket production, 
it 1 amartened beyond hus powers and piven bo the 
present day with a gauce which should make u palatable 
to all 

He fcely that the ingredients of fie enttemets have 
been carefolly weighed; and the result is am aprerable 
flaveor without any undue smcng which might make it 
difficult of digestion. He woisheer to convey to ail those 
concerned bre pleasire th having attended a performance 
in the theatre onte again, =. 

T have already spoken to each of the silayers personally, 
and now I should like to repeat what [ said before Let 
Hhem all and the producer also, be assured of my surpnse 
at secing ther oro complete misapprehension of my play 

Te a delightful at anp time te stand ot an ecstasy of 
observation before what 19 absolutely perfect; the com 
faete whole, ast were. Here I beheld toy own child, 
and almest failed to recogrose at. Its mew gown and 3s 
new atotude were 60 unfamiliar. 

T do oot wish to cavil at the present age, but the Hay- 
market company mod its producer mast forpive me if I 
mm supniged rather than eochanted by what they bave 
actomoplished, 

Ast, after all, has toany aspects, and this entere per- 
vermon Of a hterary effort os so adequately accomplished 
that ut say be regarded as a stroving towards perfection 
Tt bas the quality of the exgousitely curved Greek vase— 
absohately without life, but perfect, in tts entice abstrac- 
beet from the intesitien of the author. 

Perhaps yoo would teach me something about the 
present time Tt seems to me te be go far removed from 
mine. The world of London looks asf at had cast of 
all ite beantiful clothing and adopted the grimy farments 
of the arbsam = That 1 bow it stmkea me. The whole 
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theatre wore a “useful” papect that night whea I caw 
it throogh your eyes. There wag no dlugico nor any 
glamour throwo out fete the guchenceo to the ctage. It 
was ail m keeping, and all presented a practical and 
tradepmac-like appearance, Jn my time the actors were 
beiped and inspired by the perfomed and gowned attemd- 
ante at thar work, Now they gam po iwypirahoo to 
tatty them through The plaudits of the house that 
evening were pale and gave me the impresion that they 
were there, merely ta carry the evening co to its com 
duson Thos ij evidently oot an age of lesure, The 
leisuted age is the age which erves the dremagest by 
oppartanity. 

I feel now that it would be futile to write a comedy. 
My own little play ta go totally away from ita own ele- 
ment that [ should like ta cover op the poor littk nursling 
and lead it away from the foothghts They make its 
coloury pale and cium =A gad bettie effort thus, toe revive 
the féchogs of a diferent age. 

Mrs T.5.-— Will you go on with the new play. 

OW. —I have been considering 1, and i is certain it 
will be written, and in a quapeer different from my poor 
hettle " Earnest” 


174 


December 14th, 1923, 1145 pm Freaot—Mr Bhgh 
Bood, Mag G.. Miss Commons. The medi was 
Mré Trartcg Sruth, 


OQucar Wilde, I have been gommoned here. May I 
ask why auch an hoaout a done me? 

(Mre TSo-We want you to eominuiicate an inier- 
eqhng message lo us next Sondeay, wheo we ere having 
ppecial sitting.) 

I asmite you, dear lady, the garland of mp thoughts 19 
withered: the scarlet exotic does mot stand a long pend 
in the Arctie winter. I wither becatite my thoughts are 
bookeo oa the stem = (‘The traveller wae ported towards 
Mir High Hond.) A cures restoratiog ths Here J 
fnd a mind in whose intricacies J should Irke te plunge 
Perr me, ot, to probe pour ideas ... This is a strange 
constriction. Here I find the mediperal mind, and on 
itis perched, lke a pert bird, the spit of the ewentieth 
eeotury. A, poet could indeed make sport of you, but I 
have other feelings § For my decp pity 1s exmted=that 
this untncacy of mind is placed in this dim age of tol+ 
some work Sir, will you permrt me to discourse with 
you... - Te would give a shade, who shons the heht, 
great pleasure te share ideas of tweoty ycars ago with 

DL 

(Mr Bond-—Surely the glimpacs of the world you 
ottain thremgh this medium cost be helpful and rcfresh- 
ing to you") 
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ious as if ao oréée bad opened ip my path, for what 
tao sith at J, Sod io a word of shadows and of dumness. 
This Wo fAot putushtent, as you believe, but a porbon of 
my expenence, which floaty by me like a grey clond, 
and which will eoosummate the full expangen of my 
pon, 

T know that ecstasy 13 mine. But bere 1 am contmed 
and the rich day is fodden from oe. Never can I gaze 
apmn upon the bing waters of the sea, or feel the wind 
come whupenng by me in the dim evening beht, I am 
a shadow and the life bere, the shadow of o shadow. Can 
yb imagine what I am? 

(Mr Bond made some further remarks } 

No, toy dear or; oot for a coord bke yours the dimoees 
and confineotnt. Yours 19 a pabure which has oot speot 
ite richness in the work... (Mr B made a cemark 
aboot the eternal life} Here the eternal ule spreads cut 
before us hike a salen stuff shaded from prey to gold. 

{But you obtau plunpécs of the world at tomes") 

A cunbean dying on the clouds, a Et witho a decp 
abyss, This wo what comes to oe from loolung once 
Ben at the fair world whose beauty was a moh intow- 
cation for my senses. And for this ecatasy of joy, joy 
in the day, joy m the might, joy in the paleness of the 
dawn and the grey bralght and the sound of werda and 
company of my fellows, for this [ am confined in « dom 
plice of shadows. 

(Mr Bood—Sut there ow hope fer you and for all*) 

Hope, oy dear sir, 1 sioply breath, the power of 
breathing comes from hope, hope that the next breath 
fallows on the present But hope grows pale with wast- 
ing. I benow that this will come again—thu nchness and 
this joy. I feel agp of 1, a worm, had borrowed m the 
earth aod the damp soil had filled the eves, the mouth, 
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end al] ex, TBeeved on earl and a, I ete 
elena oy, Tis sy cousin 

(ts TS am publshng your meses. | hae 
writen & Book about yo 

Pray gare ct, Thee tl nts ht fle rom oc 
ny py are searely orth recog 


Copy of 4 Communication received at the Ganja Eoard 
threngh Mra Travers Smuh's hand, Juby 1¢th, 195. 


(Mry T.5.—How do you study the work of the 
moderns *) 

T can look toto ther oonds and gather collectively 
what is worth recording in their work 

(Talk te us about pauboye and ts conection with 
literature } 

Dear lady, pause a moment. Let your imagination 
strain itelf a lotle, Take one word and Jet ita sound 
sink deep uote your mind and conjure up at the same 
tue a deep and mechly coloured tone 3 Take the word 
purple Let the infinite depths of that tich colour penc- 
trate your Being and fisten to the word and let its music 
bring ta your tind the depths of tone that comes Ero 
perfured wolets Hl word and colour merge inte each 
other. ‘This gives you some idea of how my work was 
wrought and fashioned, of how oy music sprang from 
word and colour both For a¢ T wrote I held the picture 
ever in my mind, of pattern wrought from colour anc 
from sound = And as To wove the web T added richness 
as I went by, ever fashioning, moviding and forming, 
until a perfect shape rose from me, Tho was my own 
Particular form of art—an art which gave me life, which 
has oot wacusbed with my good name and all chat fame 
the fatse werd heaped upon me. For oy art had sprung 
direct from mature, faturc wae the force that gave it 
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emg Twas the priest who fashioned from it the chmg 
ereated, perfecoog the form with care and infimie pein, 
wool the children of ony being had grown to thet full 
statore and Itke stately away had floated out upon the 
waters and escaped froaa tue into the infialte, where they 
shall meyer perm. f 
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